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THE EOMAUNT OF THE ROSE. 

ANY men saycn that m swevenynges, 
Thor nys but fables and lesynges *, 
But men may some swevene sene, 
Whiche hardely that false ne bene, 
But afterwards ben apparaunt. 
This-maye I drawe to warraunt, 

An authour that highte Macrobes, 

That halte nat dromes false ne Iocs, 

But undoth us the avysyoun, 

That whylom motto kyng Cipioun. 10 

And who-so sayth, or*weneth it be 
A jape, or olles nycetie 
To wene that dremes after falls, 

Lette who-so lyst a fbole me calls. 

For this trowe I, and eaye for mo, 

That dremes signiflaunoe be 

Of good and harme to many wighte% t 

Th|t dremen in her sleep a-nyghte*^; 

. Fal many' tbynges covertly, 

That fallen after al openly.. so 

Within my twenty yere of age, 

Whan that bye taketh his oorage 
Of yonge folk, I wente soon 
To bed, as I was wont to doon, 
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And fast I slept; and in slepyng, 

Me mette suche a sweyenyng, 

That lykede me wonderows wele ; 

But in that sweven is never a dele 
That it nys afterwarde befall, 

Ryght as this dreme wol tel us alle. 

Now this dreme wol I ryme aryghte, 
To make your hertes gaye and lyghte ; * 
For Love it prayeth, and also 
Commaundeth me that it be so. 

And yf there any aske me, 

Whether that it be he or she, 

How this boke which is here 
Shal hatte, that T rede you here ; 

It is the Romaunce of the Rose, 

In which ahe the art of love I close. 


The mater fayre is of to make ; 

God graunt me in gre fhakshe, it take 
For whom that it begonnen a# \ 

And that is sh^that hath, ywys, 

So mochel pris; and therto $h$ 

So worthy is biloved to be, 

That she wel ought of pris and ryght 
Be cleped Rose of every wight. 

That it was May me thoughts tho, 
It is .v. yere or more ago ; 

That it was May, thus dremede me. 

In tyme of love and jolitd, 

al thing gynneth waxen gay, 
jtej&er is neither busk nor hay 
it nyl shrouded bene, 
^n#we levee wrene. 

grene, 
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THE ROM AUNT OF THE ROSE, 3 

That drie in wynter ben to sene; 

And the erth wexith proude withalle, 

For swote dewes that on it falle; eo 

And the pore estat forgette. 

In which that wynter had it sett©. 

And than bycometh the ground so proude, 
That it wole have a newe shroude, 

And makith so queynt his robe and faire, 
That it had hewes an hundred pay re, 

Of gras and flouris, ynde and pers, 

And many hewes ful dyvers : 

That is the robe I me ne, iwis, 

Through which the ground to preisen is. 70 
The briddes , that haven lefte her song, 
While thei han suffride cold so strong 
In wedres gryl and derk to sights, 

Ben in May for the sonne brighte, 

So glade, that they shewe in syngyng, 

That in her hertis is sich lykyng, 

That they mote syngen and be light 
Than doth the nyghtyngal© hir myght, 

To make noyse, and syngen blythe. 

Than is blisful many sithe, , so 

The cbelaundre, and the papyngay. 

Than youngs folk enteaden ay, 

For to ben gay and amorqus, 

The tyme is than so faverous. 

Hard is the .hert that loveth nought 
In May, ^ this miyth is wrought ; 

Whan he may on these braunches here 
The smale briddes syngen clere 
Her blesful swete song pitous, 

And in this sesoun delytous: so 

# 




4 


THE ROMATJNT OF THE ROSE. 


Whan love affraieth al/a thing. 

Me thought a nyght, in my sleping, 
Right in my bed ful redily, 

That it was by the morowe erly, 

And up I roos, and gan me clothe; 
Anoon I wisshe myn hondis bothe; 

A sylvre nedle forth Y droughe, 

Out of an aguler queynt ynoughe, 

And gan this nedle threde anon, 

For out of toun me list to gon, 

The song of briddes for to here 
That in thise busbes syngen clere, 

And in the swete seson that leve is; 
With a threde bastyng my slevis, 

Alone I wente in my plaiyng, 

The smale foules song harknyng, 

They peyned hern ful many peyre, 

To synge on bowes blosmed feyre, 

Joly and gay, ful of gladnesse, 

Toward a ryver gan I me dresse. 


That I herd renne faste by; 

For fairer plaiyng non saugh I 
Than playen me by that ryvere, - 
For from an hille that stood ther nefc®, 



Cam doun the streme ful stif and bold, 
Cleer was the water, and as cold 
As any welle is, sooth to seyn, 

And somdele lasse it was than Seyn, 
d&ui if was stray ghter, wel-away! 

&r saugh I er that day, 
llll^that so wel lykede me; 
glad was I to se 
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And with that watir that ran so clere 
My face I wysshe. Tho saugh I welle, 

The botme paved everydelle 
With gravel, ful of stones shone. 

The medewe softe, swote, and grene, 

Beet right up on the watir syde. 

Ful clere was than the morow tyde, iso 
And ful attempre, out of drede. 

Tho gan I walke thorough the mede, 
Dounward ay in my pleiyng, 

The ryver syde costoiyng. 

And whan I had a while goon, 

I saugh a gardyn right anoon, 

Ful long and brood, and everydelle 
Enclosed was, and walled wello, 

With highe walles enbatailled, 

Portraied without, and wel cntaillod ho 
With many riche portraitures; 

And bothe the ymages and tho peyntures 
Gan I biholde bysyly. 

And I wole telle you redyly, 

Of thilk ymages the semblaunce, 

As fer as I have in remembraunce. * 

Amyd saugh I a Hate stonde, 

That for hir wrathe, yre, and onde. 

Seined© to ben an mor<sresse, 

An angry wight, a chideresse. ico 

And M of gyle, and felleeorage, 

By sembknnt was that il&e ymage. 

And she was no thyng wel arraied, 

But lyk a wode womman afraied, 

Frounced foule was hir visage, 

And grennyng for dispitous rage, 
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Hir nose snorted up for tene. 

Ful hidous was she for to sene, 

Ful foule and rusty was she this. 

Hir heed ywrithen was, y-wis, 

Ful grymly with a greet towayle. 

An ymage of another entayle, 

A lyft half, was hir by; 

Hir name above hir heed saugh I, 
And she was called Felony. 

Another ymage, that Vilany 
Clepid was, saugh I and fonde 
Upon the wal on hir right honde. 
Vilany was lyk somdelle 
That other ymage; and, trustith wel, 
She semede a wikked creature. 


By countenaunee in portrayture, 

And eek ful proacfe and c^tragieus. 
Wel coude h$ peynte Z nndirfcsto, > 
That sich ymage coude make. 

Ful foule and cherlysshe semecW she, 
And eek vylayneus for to be, 

And litel coude of norture. 

To worshipe any creature. 

And next was peynted Coveitise, 
That eggith folk in many gise, 

To take and yeve right nought ageyne, 
And gret tresouris up to leyne. 

.$tpd that is that for usure 
many a creature, 

£$he more wynnyng, 
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That techith for to robbe and stele iso 

These theves, and these smale harlotes; 

And that is routh, for by her throtes, 

Ful many oon hangith at the laste. 

She makith folk compasse and caste 
To taken other folkis thyng, 

Thorough robberie, or myscoveiting. 

And that is she that makith trechoures. 

And she makith false pleadoures, 

That with hir termes and hir domes, 

Doon maydens, children, and eek gromee, 200 
Her heritage to forgo. 

Ful croked were hir hondis two, 

For coveitise is evere wode, 

To gripen other folkis gode. 

Coveityse for hir wynnyng, 

Ful leef hath other mennes thing. 

Another ymage set saugh I 
Next coveitise fastc by, 

And she was clepid Avarice. 

Ful foule in peyntyng was that vice; 210 

Ful sade and caytif was she eek, * 

And also grene as ony leek. 

So yvel hewed was hir colour, 

Hir semede to have lyved in langour. 

She was lyk thyng for hungre deed. 

That ladde Mr lyf oonly by breed 
Kneden with eisel strong asrf-egra. 

And therfeoshe and megre. 

And she was clad ful porely, 

A 1 in an old tom courtepy, m 

As she were al with doggis tome ; 

And bothe bihynde and eke bifome 
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Clouted was she beggarly. 

A mantyl henge hir fast# by, 

Upon a perche, weike and smalle, 

A burnet cote henge therwith alle, 
burred with no menyvere, 

But with a furre rough of here, 

Of lambe skynnes hevy and blake ; 

It was ful old I undirtake, 

For Avarice to clothe hir welle, 

Ne hastith hir never a delle; 

For certeynly it were hir loth 
To weren ofte that ilk cloth ; 

And if it were forwered, she 
Wolde have ful gret necessity 
Of clothyng, er she bought hir newe, 

A 1 were it bad of wolle and hewe. 

This Avarice hilde in hir hand© 

A purs, that henge by a band©; 

And that she hidde and bond© so strong, 
Men must abyde wondir long. 

Out of that purs er ther come ought, 

For that ne cometh not in hir thought; 
It was not certein hir entente, 


That fro that purs a peny wente. 

And by that ymage nygh ynougn, 
Was peynted Envye, that never lough, 
Nor never wel in hir herte fared© 
she outher saugh or herede 
l^yschaunoe, or gret diaese. 
y*fo moeh hir pies© 
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Than likith hir wel with-alle. 

She is ful glade in hir corage, 

If she se any grete lynage 
Be brought to nought in shynful wise. 

And if a man in honour rise * 260 

Or by his witte, or by his prowOsse, 

Of that hath she gret hevynessc, 

For, trustith wel, she goth nygh wode, 

Whan any chaunge happith gode. 

Envie is of such cruoltee, 

That feith ne trouthe holdith she 
To freend ne felawe, bad or good. 

Ne she hath kynne noon of hir blood, 

That she nys ful her enemye. 

She nolde, I dar seyn hardelye, 270 

Hir owne fadir farede wello. 

And sore abieth she overydelle 
Hir malice, and hir male-talent: 

For she is in so gret turment 
And hath such, whan folk doth good, 

That nygh she meltith for pure wood- 
Hir herte kervyth and so brekith 
That God the puple wel a-wrekith. 

Envie, i-wis, shal nevere lette 

Som blame upon the folk to sette. asv 

1 trowe that if Envie, i-wis, 

Knewe the beste man that is, 

On this side or biyonde the see, 

Yit somwimfc kkken hyro wolde she. 

And if he were so hende and wis, 

That she ne myght al abate his pris, 

Yit wolde she blam% his worthynesse. 

Or by hir wordis make it lesse. 
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I saugh Envie in that peyntyng, 
ha dde a wondirful lokyng; 

For she ne lokide but a-wrie, 

Or overthart, alle baggyngly. 

Arid she hadde afoul usage; 

She myghte loke in no visage 
Of man or womman forth right pleyn, 
But shette hir eien for disdeyn; 

So for envie brennede she 
Whan she myght any man yse 
That fairer, or worthier were, or wise, 
Or elles stode in folkis pryse. 

Sorowe was peynted next Envie 
Upon that walle of masonrye. 

But wel was seyn in hir colour 
That she hadde lyved in langour; 

Hir semede to have the jaunyce. 

Nought half so pale was Avarice, 

Nor no thyng lyk of lenesse ; 

For sorowe, thought, and gret distresse, 
That she hadde sufired day and nyght, 
Made hir ful yolare, and no thyng bright, 
Ful fade, pale, and megre also. 

Was never wight yit half so wo 
As that hir semede for to be, 

Nor so fulfilled of ire as, she. 

| towe that no wight myght hir please 
1 ^ 5 ? ,^ a k*hyng myght hir ease, 

sgjMpeWe .Mr mw* dake^ 

'W&m- hirtake. 
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Nor she hadde no thyng slowe be 
For to forcracchen al hir face, 

And for to rent in many place 
Hir clothis, and for-to tere hir swire, 

As she that was fulfilled of ire; 

And al to-torn lay eek hir here 
Aboute hir shuldris, here and there, 

As she that hadde it al to-rent 

For angre and for maltalent. sso 

And eek I telle you certeynly 

Hough that she wepe ful tendirly. 

[In worlde nys wyght so harde of herte 
That had^e sene hir sorowes smerte, 

That nolde have had of her pytye, 

So wo-begonne a thyng was she. 

She al to-dasht her-selfe for woo, 

And smote togyder her hondes two. 

To sorowe was she ful ententyfe, 

That woful rechelesse caytyfe; 840 

Her roughte lytel of playing, 

Or of clyppynge or kyssynge; 

For who-so sorowful is in herte 
Hym luste not to playe ne sterte, 

Ne for to dauncen, ne to synge, 

Ne may his herte in tempre brynge 
To make joye on even or morowe, 

For joye is contrarie unto sorowe. 

Elde was paynted after this, 

That shorten W& iwys, m 

Than she waa went in her yonghede. 

Unneth her-selfe she myghte fede; 

So feble and eke so' olde was she 
That faded was al her beauts. 
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Ful salowe was waxen her colour©* 

Her heed for hore was whyte as floure. 
Iwys, greaf qualme ne were it none* 
Ne synne, although her lyfe were gone. 
A 1 woxen was her body unwelde 
And drye and dwyned al for elde. 

A foule forwelked thynge was she 
That.whylom rounde and soft had<#e be. 
Her eeres shoken fast withalk* 

As from her heed they wolde falk. 

Her face frounced and forpyned. 

And both her hondes lorne for-dwined. 
So olde she was that she ne wente 
A fote, but it were by potente. 

The tyme* that passeth nyght and daye. 
And restless© travayleth aye* 

And eteleth from m so prively, 

That to m sykerly 

That it m one poynt dwelleth ever, 

And eertes it ne resteth never* 

But goth so fast, and passeth aye, 
there nys man that thynke may 
What tyme that nowe present is: 

(Aaketh at these clerkes this, 

For men thynke it redily 
Thre tymes ben ypassed by)] 
tyme, that may not Sojourne* 
aiH ^ ma 7 sever retoume* 
doun renneth ay, • 
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The tyme eke, that chaungith alle, 

And alle doth waxe, and fostred be, 

And al le thing distroieth he; 3 yo 

The tyme, that eldith our auncessours 
And eldith kynges and emperours, 

And that us alle shal overcomen 
Er that deth us shal have nomen; 

The tyme, that hath al in welde 
To elden folk, had maad hir Elde 
So ynly, that to my witing 
She myghte helpe hir-silf no thing, 

But turned ageyn unto childhede; 

She had<& no thing hir-silf to lede 4 C 0 

Ne Witt© ne pithe in Hir holde 
More than a child of two yeer olde. 

But natheles I trowe that she 
Was faire sumtyme, and fresh to se, 

Whan she was in hir rightful ago: 

But she was past al that passage 
And was a doted thing bicomon. 

A furred cope on hadck she nomen ; 

Wei had de she clad hir-silf and warmo, 

For colde myght elks don hir bar me. 410 
These olde folk have alwey colde, 

Her kynde is sich, whan they ben olde. 

Another thing was don there write. 

That semede lyk an ipoorite, 

And it ym clepid Poope-hdy. 

That ilk i&ehetfctt pryvely 
Ne spareth never a wikked dede, 

Whan men of hir taken noon hedo, 

And maketh hir outward precious, 

With pale visage and pitous, 
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And semeth a semely creature ; 

But ther nys no mysaventure. 

That she ne thenkith in hir corage. 
Ful lyk to hir was that ymage, 

That makid was lyk hir semblaunce. 
She was ful symple of countenaunce. 
And she was clothed and eke shod, 
As she were for the love of God 
Yolden to relygioun, 

Sich semede hir devocioun. 

A sauter helde she fast in honde, 

And bisily she gan to fonde 
To make many a feynt praiere, 

To God, and to his seyntis dere. 

Ne she was gay, ne fresh, ne jolyf. 
But semede to be ful ententyf 
To gede werfeis, and to faire; 

4 ^ tferfco she had on an haire. 


Ne certis she was fait no thing 
But semede wery for fasting, 

Of colour pale and deed was she. 
From hir the gate ay werned be 
Of Paradys, that blisful place; 

For sich folk maketh lene her grace. 
As Crist seith in his Evangile, 

To gete prys in toun a while; 
r And for a litel glorie veigne, 

losen God and cd his reigne. 

^ § Bovsrt a l aioon, 
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For rakid as a worme was she. 
And if the wedir stormy were 
For colde she shulde have dey 
She nadde on tut a streit 
And. many a doute on 1 ’ 

Tills was hir cote > an r , ti 
No more was there 
To clothe hir with; I undir ■ > 

Grete leyser had* she to qu^ 
And she was putt, that i • 

Ter fro these other, up i ’ 

There lurked and there ooure* she, 
For pover thing where so > 

Is shamefast, and displ ay. 

Acnrsed may wel he that day,. 

That povere manconceyvedis. 

For, God wote, al to sel J’ IWy ’ 
Is ony povere man wel fed* , 

Or welaraiedory-cledde, 

Or -wel-hiloved, in sieh wise. 

In honour that he may arise 

Alle these thingis weUe avised, 


460 


470 


480 
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For sich solace, sich ioie, and play, 

I trowe that nevere man ne say, 

As was in that place delytons. 

The gardeyn was not daungerous 
To herberwe briddes many oon. 

So riche a yeer was never noon 
Of briddes songe, and braunches grene. 
Therynne were briddes mo I wene, 

Than ben in. alle the rewme of Fraunce. 
Ful blisful was the accordaunce, 

Of swete an$ pitons songe thei made, 
For alle this world it owghte glade. 

And I my-silf so mery ferde, 

Whan I her blisful songes herde, 

That for an hundreth poundo woldo I, 

If that the passage opunly 
Hadde v be unto me fre, 


That I nolde entren for-to se 
Thassemble (God kepe it fro care!) 

# Of briddis, whiche therynne ware, 

That songen thorugh her mery throtes, 
Daunws of love, and mery notes. 

Whan I thus herde foules synge, 

I felle fast in a weymentyng, 

By which art, or by what engyne, 

I myghte come into that gardyne ; 

But way I couthe fyode noon, 

^ Into that gardyne for to goon. 

wist l ifjth&t.thev were 
" ,or. place where, 

"WmfMk 
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For wo and angwishis of this. 

Til atte last bithought I me, 

That by no weye ne mvght it be, 

That ther nas laddre or wey to passe, 

Or hole, into so faire a place. 

Tho gan I go a fulle grete pas, 

Ewvyronyng evene in compas, 

The closing of the square walle, 

Tyl that I fonde a wiket smalle 
So shett, that I ne myght in gon, 

And other entr<$ was ther noon. 530 

Uppon this dore I gan to smyte 
That was so fetys, and so lite, 

For other weye coude I not seke. 

Ful long I shof, and knokkide eke, 

And stood ful long and of herknyng 
If that I herde ony wight comyng; 

Til thilkc dore of that entre 
A mayden cufteys openyde me. 

Hir heer was as yelowe of hewe ♦ 

As ony basyn scoured newe. c*o 

Hir flesh tendre as is a chike, 

With bent browis, smothe and slyke; 

And by mesure large were 
The openyng of hir yen clere. 

Hir nose of good proporcioun, 

Hir yen grey, as is a faueoun, 

With swefee breth and wel savoured. 

Hir face white and wel coloured, 

With litel mouth, and rounds to see; 

A clove chynne eke hadde she. 550 

Hir nekke was of good fasoun 
In length® and gretnesse by resoun, 

)L. vi. , c 
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Withoute bleyne, scabbe, or royne. 
Fro Jerusalem unto Burgoyne 
Ther nys a fairer nekke, iwys, 

To fele how smothe and softe it is. 
Hir throte also white of hewe, 

As snawe on braunche snawed newe. 
Of body ful wel wrought was she; 
Men nedede not in no cuntrd 
A fairer body for to seke. 

And of fyn orfrays hadde she eke 
A chapelet; so semly oon 
Ne werede never mayde upon. 

And faire above that chapelet 
A rose gerland had de she sett. 

She hadde a gay mirrour, 

And with a riche gold tresour 
Hir heed was tressed queyntdy; 

Hir sieves sewid fetously. 

And for to kepe hir hondis faire 
Of gloves white she had a paire. 

And she hadde on a cote of grene 
Of cloth of Gaunt; withouten wene, 
Wei semyde by hir apparayle 
She was not wont to gret travayle. 

For whan she kempte was fetisly 
And wel arayed and riehely, 

Thanne hadcfo she don al hir joura^; 
For merye and wel bigoon was she. 

.She hadde a lusty lyf in May, 

3% : &uide no thought, by nyght ne day 
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This may, semely for to see, 

I thanked hir as I best myghte, 

And axide hir how that she highte, 

And what she was, I axide eke. 

And she to me was nought unmeke, 590 
Ne of hir answer daungerous, 

But faire answeride, and seide thus :— 

‘ Lo, sir, my name is Ydelnesse; 

So clepe men me, more and lesse. 

Ful myghty and ful riche am I, 

And that of oon thyng, namely, 

For I entende to no thyng 
But to my joye, and my pleyng. 

And for to kembe and tresse me. 

Aqueynted am I and pryv£ k eoo 

With Myrthe, lord of this gardyne, 

That fro the lande of Alexandryne 
Made the trees hidre be fette, 

That in this gardyne ben y-sette. 

And whan the trees were woxen on hight, 
This walle, that stant heere in thi sight, 

Dide Myrthe enclosen al aboute ; 

And these ymages al withoute 
He dide hem bothe entaile and peynte, 

That neithir ben jolyf ne queynte, eio 

But they ben ful of sorowe mid woo, 

As thou hast seen a while agoo. 

And offce tyme hym to solace 
Sir Myrthe eometh into this place, 

And eke with hym coineth his meynee, 

That lyven in lust and jolit^. 

And now is Myrthe therynne to here 
The briddis how they syngen elere. 
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The mayys and the nyghtyngale. 

And other joly briddis smale. 

And thus he walketh to solace 
Hym and his folk; for swetter place 
To pleyrn ynne he may not fynde, 
Al-though he sought oon in tyl Ynde. 
The alther faireste folk to see 
That in this world may found© be 
Hathe Mirthe with hym in his route, 
That folowen hym always aboute.* 

Whan Ydelnesse tolde had al this, 
And I hadde herkned wel, ywys, 
Thanne seide I to dame Ydelnesse, 

4 Now also wisly God me blesse, 

Sith Mvrthe, that is so faire and fre, 
Is in this yerde with his meynd, 

Fro thilk assembly if I may, 

Shal no man werne me to-day, 

That I this nyght ne mote it see. 

For wel wene I there with hym be 
A faire and joly company© 

Fulfilled of all© curtesie/ 

And forth without© werdis mo 
In at the wjket went I tho. 

That Ydeineese hadde opened me. 

Into that gardyne &ire to see. 

And whan I was tksr~i nne, iwys, 
£g|$n herfce.wa&M^Wi of this. 
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Ther is no place in Paradys 
So good inne for to dwell© or be, 

As in that gardyne, thoughts me. 

For there was many a bridde syngyng, 
Thorough-oute the yerde al thringyng. 

In many places were nyghtyngales, 

Alpes, fynches, and wodewales, 

That in her swete song deliten 
In thilke places as they habiten. eeo 

There myghte men see many flokkes 
Of turtles and laverokkes. 

Chalaundres fele sawe I there, 

That wery nygh forsongen were. 

And throstles, terins, and mavys, 

That songen for to Wynne hem prys, 

And eke to sormounte in her songe 
That other briddes hem among©, 

By note made fair© servyse. 

These briddes, that I you devise, <570 

They songe her songe as fair© and wele, 

As angels don espirituel. 

And, trusteth wel, that I hem herd 
Ful lustily, and wel I ferde; 

For never yitt sich melody© 

Was herd of man that myghte dye. 

Sich swete song was hem amonge, 

That me thought it no brid&is songe, 

But it was wpjwiir lyk to be 

Song of fiioreinaydecs of the see; eso 

That, for her syngyng is so clere, 

Though we mermaydens clepe hem here 
In English, as is oure usaunce, 

Men clepe hem sereyns in Fraunce* 
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Ententif weren for to synge 
These briddis, that nought unkunnyng 
Were of her craft, and apprentys, 

For of song sotil and wys. 

And certis, whan I herde her songe, 

And sawe the grene place amonge, 

In herte I wexe so wondir gay, 

That I was never erst, er that day, 

So jolyf, nor so wel bigoo, 

Ne merye in herte, as I was thoo. 

And than wist I, and sawe ful welle. 
That Ydelnesse me served* welle, 

That me putte in sich jolitd. 

Hir freend wel ought I for to be, 

Sith she the dore of that gardyne, 

Hadde opened, and me leten inne. 

From henw-forth, hou that I wrough 
1 shal you tellen, as me thoughts. 

First wherof Myrthe served* there, 

And eke what folk there with hym wore. 
Without* fable I wol discryve. 

And of that gardyne eke as blyve 
I wole you tellen aftir this. 

The faire fasoun alle, ywys, 

That wel y-wrought was for the nones, 

I may not teEe you alle at ones; 

But as I muyand can, I shaile 

$ervfe&aad dee ful swete 
;8$,tbey sete. 


^ -3 •*>'*; w- ~.< r yWjSi-artiffcj 
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Upon the braunches grene spronge. 

The swetnesse of her melodye 
Made aI myn herte in reverye. 720 

And whan that I hadde herde I trowe 
These briddis syngyng on a rowe, 

Than myght I not withholde me 
That I ne wente inne for to see 
Sir Myrthe ; for my desiryng 
Was hym to seen, over alle thyng, 

His countenaunce and his manere: 

That sight was tho to me ful dere. 

Tho wente I forth on my right honde 
Donn by a lytel path I fonde 730 

Of mentes fulle, and fenelle grene ; 

And fast* by, withoute wene, 

Sir Myrthe I fonde ; and right anoon 
Unto sir Myrthe gan I goon, 

There as he was hym to solace. 

And with hym in that lusty place, 

So faire folk and so fresh had he, 

That whan I saw©, I wondrede me 
Fro whenne siche folk myght* come, 

So fair© they weren alle and some ; no 
For they were lyk, as to my sight*, 

To angels, that ben fethered bright*. 

This folk, of which I telle you soo, 

Upon a kaxole wenten thoo. 

A lady karolede hem, that hyght* 

Gladness©, blisfuBe, and the light*, 

Wei coude she synge and lnstyly, 

Noon half so wel and semely ; 

'And couthe make in song sich refreynynge, 
It sat hir wondir wel to synge. 750 
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Hir voice ful clere was and ful swete. 

She was nought rude ne unmetc, 

But couthe ynow of sich doyng 
As longeth unto karolyng: 

For she was wont in every place 
To syngen first, folk to solace, 

For syngyng moost she gaf hir to ; 

No craft hadcfo she so leef to do. 

Tho myghtist thou karoles sene, 

And folke daunce and mery bene, 

And made m&ny a faire tournyng 
Upon the grene gras springyng. 

There myghtist thou see these flowtours, 
Mynstrales, and eke jogelours, 

That wel to synge dide her peyne. 

Somme songe songes of Loreyne; 

For in Loreyn her notes hee 
Fulle swetter than in this co#tr& 

There was many a tymbester, 

And saillouris, that I dar wel swere 
Couthe her craft ful parfitly. 

The tymbres up ful sotilly 
They caster, and hente fulle offce 
Upon a fynger faire and softe, 

That they failide never mo. 

Ful fetys damyseks two, 

Ryght yonge, and fulle of semelyhede, 

In kirtles, and noon other wede, 

Auid fa*re tressed every tresee, 

Ifajfde, Myrthe doon, for his nobkeee. 7s 
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That oon wolde come alle pryvyly 
Agayn that other; and whan they were 
To-gidre almost, they threwe yfere 
Her mouthis so, that thorough her play 
It semed as they kiste olway; 

To dauncen Welle koude they the gise; 
What shulde I more to you devyse ? 

Ne bode I never thennes go, 

Whiles that I sawe hem daunce so. 

Upon the karolle wonder faste, 

I gan biholde; til atte laste 
A lady gan me for to espie, 

And she was cleped Curtesie, 

The worshipfulle, the debonaire; 

I pray to God evere falle hir faire I 
Ful curteisly she callede me, 

* What do ye there, beau sir ?’ quod she, 

* Come, and if it lyke yow 

To dauncen, dauneith with us now. 

And I Withoute tariyng 
Wente into the karolyng. 

I was abasshed never a delle. 

But it to me likede right welle, 

That Curtesie me clepede so, 

And bad me on the daunee go. 

For if I hadde durst, eerteyn 
I wolde have karoled right fayn. 

As man that was to daunee right blithe. 
Thanne gan I token ofte sithe 
The shape, the bodies, and the cheres, 
The countenaunee and the maneres 
Of alle the folk that dauncede there. 

And I shal telle what they were. 
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Ful faire was Myrthe, ful longe and h 
A fairer man I nevere sigh. 

As rotrnde as appille was hw face, 

Ful rody and white in every place. 

! Fetys he was and wel beseye, 

| With metely mouth and yen greye; 

I His nose by mesure wrought ful right; 

Crispe was his heer, and eek ful bright, 
Hise shuldris of a large brede, 

And smalish in the girdilstede. 

He semede lyke a portreiture, 

So noble he was of his stature, 

So faire, so joly, and so fetys, 

With lymes wrought at poynt devys, 
Delyver, smert, and of grete myght; 

Ne sawe thou nevere man so lyght. 

Of berde unnethe hadde he no thyhg, 

For it was in the firsts spryng, 

Ful yonge he was, and mery of thought, 
And in samette, with briddis wrought, 

And with gold beten ful fetysly, 

His body was elad ful richely. 

Wrought was his robe in straunge gise, 

And al to-slytered for queyntise 8 < 

In many a place, lowe and hie. 

And shode he was with grete maistrie, 

With shoon decoped, and with laas, 

By dru^ry, and by solas. 

• • : .. . His leef a rosyn chapelet 

; made, and on his heed it set. 
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That from she was xij. yeer of age, 

She of hir love graunt hym made. 

Sir Mirthe hir by the fynger hadde 
Daunsyng, and she hym also ; 

Grete love was atwixe hem two. 

Bothe were they faire and bright of hewe 
She semede lyke a rose newe 
Of colour, and hir flesh so tendre, 

That with a brere smale and slendre 
Men myght it cleve, I dar wel seywe* 

Hir forheed frounceles al pleyne, 

Bent were hir browis two, 

Hir yen greye, and glad also, 

That laugheden ay in hir semblaunt, 

First or the mouth, by covenaunt. 

I wot not what of hir nose I shal descryve 
So faire hath no womman alyve. 

Hir heer was yelowe, and olere shynyng, 
I wot no lady so likyng. 

Of Orfrays fresh was hir gerland, 

I, which seyen have a thousand, 

Saugh never, ywys, no gerlond yitt, 

So wel ^-wrought of silk as it. 

And in an overgilt samet 
Cladde she was, by grete delit, 

Of which hir leef a robe werede, 

The myrier she in hir herte ferede. 

And next hir wente, in hir other side, 
The God of Love, that can devyde 
Love, and as hym likith it be. 

But he can cherles daunten, he, 

And maken folkis pride fallen. 

And he can wel these lordis thrallen. 
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And ladyes putt at lowe degre, 

Whan he may hem to proude see. 

This God of Love of his fasoun 
Was lyke no knave, ne quystroun; 

His beautd gretly was to preyse. 

But of his robe to devise 
I drede encombred for to be. 

For nought y-clad in silk was he, 

But alle in floures and in flourettes, 
Ipainted alle with amorettes; 

And with losynges and scoehouns, 

With briddes, lybardes, and lyouns, 
And other beestis wrought fhl welle. 
His garnement was everydelle 
Portreied and wrought with floures, 

By dyvers medlyng of coloures. 

Floures there were of many gise 
I-sett by eompas in assise; 

Ther lakkide no flour to my dome, 

Ne nought so mych as flour of brome, 
Ne violete, ne eke pervynke, 

Ne flour noon, that man can on thynie, 
And many a rose leef ful longe, 

Was entermelled ther amonge: 

And also on his heed was sette 
Of roses reed a chapelett. 

But nyghtyngales a fulle grete reute, 
That flyen over his heed aboute, 

JEhe leeyes felden as they flyen, 

was alle with briddes wryen; 
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He semede as he were an aungelle, 

That doun were comen fro hevene clere. 

Love hadde with hym a baehelere, 

That he made alleweyes with hym be, 
Swete-lokyng cleped was he. 020 

This bacheler stode biholdyng 
The daunce, and in his honde holdyng 
Turke bowes two, fulle wel devysed had he. 
That oon of hem was of a tree 
That bereth a fruyt of savour wykke ; 

Ful crokid was that foule stikke, 

And knotty here and there also, 

And blak as bery, or ony slo. 

That other bowe was of a plant 
Without^ wem, I dar warant, 930 

Ful evene, and by proporcioun 
Treitys and long, of ful good fasoun. 

And it was peynted wel and twythen, 

And over al diapred and writen 
With ladyes and with bacheleris, 

Fulle lyghtsom and glad of cheris. 

These bowes two helde Swete-lokyng, 

That semede lyk no gadelyng. 

And ten brode arowis hilde he there, 

Of which v. in his right bond were. uo 
But they were shaven wbl and dight, 

Nokked and fathered right; 

And alle they were with gold bygoon, 

And stronge poynted everyehoon, 

And sharps for to kerven welle. 

But iren was ther noon ne stelle, 

For al was golde, men rayght it see, 

Outake the fetheres and the tree. 
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The swiftest of these arowis fyve 
Out of a bowe for to dryve, 

And best fethered for to flee, 

And fairest eke, was clepid Beautd. 
That other arowe that hurteth lasse 
Was clepid (as I trowe) Symplesse. 

The thridde cleped was Fraunchise, 
That fethred was in noble wise 
With valour and with curtesye. 

The fourthe was cleped Compaignye, 
That hevy for to shoten ys; 

But who-so shetith right, ywys, 

May therwith doon grete harm© and wo. 
The fifte of these, and laste also, 
Faire-semblaunt men that arowe oalle, 
The leeste grevous of hem alle. 

Yxt can it make a ful grete wounde, 

But he may hope his soris sounde, 

That hurt is with that arowe, ywys; 

His wo the bette bistowed is. 

For he may sonner have gladnesse, 
Hirlangour oughts be the lease. 


Five arowis were of other gise, 
That ben ful foule to devyse; 

For shaft and ande, soth for to telle. 
Were also blak ha fende in helle. 

The first of hem is called Pride \ 
That other arowe next hym biside. 


#owe was as with felony© 
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The fifte, the Newe-thought, ywys. 

These arowis that I speke of heere, 

Were alle fyve on oon maneere, 

And alle were they resemblable. 

To hem was wel sittyng and able. 

The foule croked bowe hidous, 

That knotty was, and al roynous. 

That bowe semede wel to shete 

These arowis fyve, that ben unmete 9»o 

And contrarye to that other fyve. 

But though I telle not as blyve 
Of her power, ne of her myght, 

Herafter shal I tellen right 
The soothe, and eke signyfiaunce, 

As fer as I have remembraunce: 

Alle shal be seid, I undirtake, 

Er of this book an ende I make. 

Now come I to my tale ageyn. 

But aldirfirst, I wole you seyn 1000 

The fasoun and the countenaunces 
Of alle the folk that on the daunce is. 

The God of Love, jolyf and lyght, 

Ladde on his honde a lady bright, 

Of high prys, and of grete degre. 

This lady called was Beauts, 

And an arowe, of which I tolde, 

Ful wel thewed was she holds, 

Ne she was derk ne broun, but bright, 

And- elere as the mnne-ljght, 101C 

Ageyn whom alle the. sterres semen 
But smale candels, as we demen. 

Hir flesh was tendre as dewe of flour, 

: Hir chere w& symple as byrde in hour; 



32 


THE ROMAUNT OF THE ROSE. 


As whyte as lylye or rose in rys, 

Hir face gentyl and tretys. 

Fetys she was, and smale to se, 

No wyntred browis ha dde she, 

Ne popped hir, for it nedede nought 
To wyndre hir, or to peynte hir ought. 
v Hir tresses yelowe, and longe straughten, 
Unto hir helys doun they raughten: 

Hir nose, hir mouth, and eyhe and choke 
Wei wrought, and alle the remenaunt eke. 
A ful grete savour and a swote, 

Me thoughts in myn herte rote, 

As helpe me God, whan I remembre, 

Of the fasoun of every membre! 

In world is noon so faire a wight; 
Foryonge she was, and hewed bright 3 
Sore plesaunt, and fetys with alle, 

Gente, and in hir myddille emalie. 

Biside Beautd yede Richesse, 

And highte ‘ Lady J of gret nobleese. 

And gret of prys in every place* 

But who so durste to hir trespace, 

Or til hir folk, in work or dede, 

He were fulle hardy, out of drede, 

For bothe she helpe and hyadre may* 

And that is nought of yisterday 1 

That riche folk have full© gret myght 
To helpe, and eke to greve a wyghfc. 

"®e beste and the gretteei of valour 
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This wide world hir dredith all©. 

This world is alle in hir daungere. 

Hir court hath many a losengere, ioeo 

And many a traytour envyous, 

That ben ful besy and curyous 
For to dispreisen, and to blame 
That best deserven love and name. 

Bifore the folk hem to bigilen, 

These losengeris hem preyse and smylen, 

And thus the world with word anoynten; 

But aftirward they prile and poynten, 

The folk right to the bare boon, 

Bihynde her bak whan they ben goon, ioeo 
And foule abate the folkis prys, 

Ful many a worthy man, ywys, 

An hundrid, have they do to dye. 

These losengers thorough flaterye, 

Have maad folk ful straunge be, 

There hem oughte be pryvA 

Wei yvel mote they thryve and thee, 

And yvel a-chyved mote they be 
These losengers ful of envye! 

No good man loveth her company©. 1070 
Richesse a robe of purpur on hadde, 

Ne trowe not that I lye or raadde ; 

For in this world is noon hir lyehe, 

Ne by a thousand! deelle so riche, 

Ne noon so faire^ for it: ful weBe 
With 

And portraied m the rib&iynges 
Of dukes story ee, and of kynges. 

And with a bend of gold tasseled, 

And knoppis fyne of gold enameled, . 

►£. VI. D 
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Aboute hir nekke of gentyl entayle 
Was shete the riche ehevesaile, 

In which ther was fulle gret plenty 
Of stones clere and bright to see. 
Rychesso a girdelle hadde upon, 

The bokele of it was of a stoon. 

Of vertu gret, and mochel of myghfc 
For who so bare the stoon so bright, 

Of venym durst hym no thing doute, 
While he the stoon hadde hym aboute. 
That stoon was gretly for to love, 

And tyl a riche man byhove 
Worth alle the gold in Rome and Frise, 
The mourdaunt, wrought in noble wise, 
Was of a stoon fulle precious, 

That was so fyne and vertuous, 

That, hole a man it koude make 
Of palasia, and totheake. 

And yit the stoon hadde such a grace, 
That he was aiker in every place 
Aile thilke day not blynde to bene, 

That fastyng myghte that stoon seene. 
The barres were of gold ful fyne, 

Upon a tyssu of satyne, 

Fulle hevy, gret, and no thyng lyght, 

In everiehe was a besaunt wight. 

Upon the tresses of Richesse 
Was sette a cercle for. noblesse 
g brend gold, that fulle lyght* shooo * 
trowe I was never noon.. . 
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It is a wondir thing to here. 

For no man koude preyse or gesse 
Of hem that valewe or richesse. 

Rubyes there were, saphires, jagounces, 

And emeraudes, more than two ounces. 

But alle byfore ful sotilly 
A fyn charboncle sette saugh I. 1120 

The stoon so clere was and so bright. 

That, also soone as it was nyght, 

Men myghte seen to go for nede 
A myle or two, in lengthe and brede. 

Sich lyght tho sprang oute of the stone, 

That Richesse wondir brighte shone 
Bothe hir heed, and alle hir face. 

And eke aboute hir al the place. 

Dame Richesse on hir honde gan lede 
A yong man Tulle of semelyhede, 113< 

That she best loved of ony thing; 

His lust was mych in housholding. 

In elothyng was he ful fetys, 

And lovede to have welle hors of prys. 

He wende to have reproved be 
Of theft or moordre, if that he 
Hadde in his stable ony hakeney. 

And therfore he desired ay 
To be aCpieynted with Richesse; 

For alle his purpos, as I gesse^ 114 

Was 'forr.-ttp:' 

Withbrifce or 

And Richesse myght h^ wel sustene. 

And hir dispenee welle naayntene. 

And hym alwey sieh plente sende, 

Of gold and silver forte dispende 
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Without© lakke or daunger. 

As it were poured in a garner. 

And after on the daunce went© 
Largesse, that settith al hir entente 
For to be honourable and free; 

Of Alexandres kyn was she. 

Hir moste joye was, ywys. 

Whan that she yaf, and seide, f Have this. 
Not Avarice, the foule caytyf, 

Was half to gripe so ententyf, 

As Largesse is to yeve and spend©. 

And God ynough alwey hir send©* 

So that the more she yaf awey, 

The more, ywys, she hadde alwey. l 
Gret loos hath Largesse, and gret prie; 

For both© wy$e folk and unwys 
Were hooly to 3 dr,hw&d 0 n brought, 

So wel wrought. 

And if she b&dd© m ekemy, 

I trowe that die coude fcristely 
Make, hym fulle soone hir fireead to be. 

So large of yift, and free was ; 

Therfore she stode in Jove and grace 
Of riche and pover in er&cy place. 

A fulle gret fool is he, ywya, 

That both© riche andnyg&rt is* 

A lord may have no joasoer vie©, 

||pt greveth more than -©TOn©e> 
teygart never witfe 
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He may not holde his tresour deere. uso 

For by ensample I telle this, 

Right as an adamaund, iwys, 

Can drawen to hym sotylly 
The yren, that is leid therby. 

So drawith folkes hertis, ywis, 

Silver and gold that yeven is. 

Largesse hadde on a robe fresh 
Of riche purpur sarlynysh. 

Wei fourmed was hir face and deere, 

And opened hadde she hir oolere; 1190 

For she right there hadde in present 
Unto a lady maad present 
Of a gold broche, ful wel y- wrought. 

And certys it myssatte hir nought; 

For thorough hir smokke wrought with silk, 
The flesh was seen as white as mylk. 

Largesse, that worthy was and wys, 

Hilde by the honde a knyght of prys, 

Was sibbe to Artour of Britaigne. 

And that was he that bare the ensaigne isoo 
Of worship, and the gounfaucoun.. 

And yit he is of sich renoun, 

That men of hym seye f&ire thynges 
Byfore barouns, erles, and kynges. 

This knygjat was comen alls newly 
Fro tourndyng feste by ; 

Thorough bk verfuand bi&maistrie, 

And for the love of his lemm&n 
He easte douu many a doughty man. - im 
And next hym dauncede dame Fraunohise, 
Arayed in fulle noble gyse. 



88 


THE ROMATJjN’T of the rose. 


She was not broune ne dunne of hewe. 
But white as snows falls newe. 

Hir nose was wrought at poynt devys, 
For it was gentyl and tretys; 

With eyengladde, and browes bente; 
Hir here doun to hir helis went©. 

And she was symple as dowve of tree, 
Ful debonair© of herte was she. 

She durste never seyn ne do, 

But that that hir longede to. 

And if a man were in distress©, 

And for hir love in hevynesse, 

Hir herte wolde have full© gret pitd, 

She was so amiable and free. 

For were a man for hir bistadde. 

She wolde ben right sore adradde, 

That she did© over gret outrage, 

But she hym holpe his harm© to aawage; 
Hir thought it ©lies a vylanye. 

And she hadde on a sukkenye, 

That not of hemp© ne heerdis was; 

So fair was noon in alls Arras. 


• !: iiord, it was ridled fetysly! 

'5 v ,:i Ther nas a poynt, trewely, 
l' Thai it nas in his right assise. 

we * y-clothed was Fraunohise, 
is no cloth sittith bet , 
than doth roket* 

<wel mor© fetys is, 

■HH 


mam. 
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Bi hir dauneed a bachelere; 

I can not telle you what he highte, 

But faire he was, and of good highte 
All a hadde he be, X sey no more, 

The lordis sone of Wyndesore. 1250 

And next that dauncede Ourtesye, 

That preised was of lowe and hye, 

For neither proude ne foole was she. 

She for to daunce callede me, 

(I pray God yeve hir right good grace!) 
Whanne I come first into the place. 

She was not nyce, ne outrageous, 

But wys and ware, and vertuous, 

Of faire speche, and of faire answere; 

Was never wight mysseid of hire; 1200 

She ne bar rancour to no wight. 

Clere broune she was, and therto bright 
Of face, of body avenaunt, 

I wot no lady so plesaunt. 

She were worthy for to bene 
An emperesse or crowned quene. 

And by hir wente a knyght dauncyng 
That worthy was and wel spekyng, 

And ful wel koude he don honour. 

The knyght was faire and styf in stour, 1270 
And in armure a semely man, 

And wel-biloved of bis lemman. 

Faire 

That alwey was me feste by. 

Of hir have I, withhold fayle, 

Told yOW the shap and apparayle; 

For (as I seide) loo, that was she 
That dide to me so gret bountd. 



THE HOMAOTT OF THE R081 


That she the gate of the gardyn 
Undide, and lete me passen in, 

And after daunced as I gesse. 

And she fulfilled of lustynesae. 

That nas not yit xij yeer of age, 
With herte wylde, and thought vola^ 
Nyee she was, but she ne mente 
Noon harme ne slight in hir entente. 
But oonly lust and jolytd. 

For yong£ folk wole, witen ye, 

Save lytel thought but on her play » 
Hir lemman was biside alway, 

In sich a gise that he hir kyste 
At alle tymes that hym lyste, 

That alle the daunee myght it see ; 
®ey msfe no force of pryvetd. 

hem yvel or welle. 
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The gardyne that so lykede me, 

And loken on these faire loreyes, 

On pyntrees, cedres, and oliveris. 

The daunees thanne eended were ; 

For many of hem that dauneede there, 
Were with her loves went awey 
TJndir the trees to have her pley. 

A, Lord! they lyvede lustyly! 

A gret fool were he sikirly, 

That nolde, his thankes, such lyf lode ! 
For this dar I seyn oute of drede, 

That who-so myghts so wel fare, 

For better lyf durst hym not care, 

For ther nys so good paradys, 

As to have a love at his devys. 

Oute of that place wente I thoo, 

And in that gardyn gan I goo, 

Pleyyng a-longe fullo meryly. 

The God of Love fulle hastely 
Unto hym Swete-lokyng clepte, 

No lenger wolde he that she kepte 
His bowe of gold, that shoon so bright. 
He hadde hym bent anoon ryght ; 

And he fulle soone sett© an ende. 

And at a braid he gan it beade, 

And fcoke hym of his arowes fyve, 

Fnlle sharp and redy fextp dryve. 

Now God that sittith in meg&U 
Fro deedly f h© S&ps© me 1 

If so be that, he hadde me shette, 

For if I with his arowe mette, 

It hadde me greved sore, iwys. 

But I, that no thyng wist of this, 


1320 
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Wente up and doun fulle many a wev 
Ana he me folwedg fast alwey • 

But no-where wold I reste me/ 

TiUe I hadde in alie the gardyn be. 

The gardyn was by mesuryng 
Right evene and square in compassing- 
It as long was as it was large. 

Of fruyt hadde every tree his charge 
Rut zt were any hidous tree ' 

Of which ther were two or three.* 

There were, and that wote I fulle welle. 
Of pome-garnettys a fulle gret delta ■ 
That is a fruyt fulle welle to Iyke, ' 
Namely to folk whanne they ben sike. 
And trees there were of gret foisoun, 
That baren notes in her sesoun, 

Ruch as men notemygges calls, 
lhat swote of savour ben with-alle. 

And almandres gret plenty 
iygcs, and many a date tree 

TK 6re T ?’ ifmen hadd * Bede, 

Thorough the gardyn in length and brede 
Itor was eke wezcyng many* spice 
As clowe-gelofre, and lycoriee,^ ' 

Ca^lT 1,0 ’ 4° d 576511 d6 Par 7 s > 

Canelle, and setewale of prys 

And many a spice delitable, ’ 

To eten whan men rise fro table. 

4nd many homly trees ther were, 

»yaes, and apples beer* 
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That forto seen it was solas; 

With many high lorey and pyn, 

Was renged clene alle that gardyn ; iss* 
With cipres, and with olyvers, 

Of which that nygh no plentd heere is. 

There were elmes grete and stronge, 

Maples, asshe, oke, aspe, planes longe, 

Fyne ew 7 popler, and lyndes fairo, 

And othere trees Me many a p&yre. 

What shulde I tell* you more of it? 

There were so many trees yet, 

That I shulde all enoombred be, 

Er I hadcfo rekened every tree. wso 

These trees were sette, that I devyee, 

One from another in aseyse 
Five fadome or syxe, I trowe so, 

But they were hye and great also: 

And for to kepe oute woll the sonne, 

The croppes were so thycke yronno, 

And every braunohe in other knytte, 

And M of grene levee sytte, 

That sonne myghte there noon dywende, 

Lest the tender graesee ehende. moo 

There myghts men does and roes 
kud of squyrels ful gret plenU, 

From bows to bowe always lepynge. 

Connies there were also plavenjce. 


That ocmaynontofl» 
Of 


A,nd maden mahy A torocteyage 
Cpon the freshe grasee epryngynge. 

In places sawe I wellee there, 
to whyeh there no froggee were, 


tm 



THE ROMAUNT OF THE ROSE. 


And fayre in shadow© was every welle ;J 
But I ne can the nombre telle 1 

Of stremys smah, that by devyse | 
Myrthe hadck done come through eondj| 
Of whych the water in rennynge f 
Gan make a noyse full lykynge. 

Aboute the brynkes of these welles, 

And by the stremes over al elles 
Sprange up the grasse, as thycke yset 
And softe as any velvet, 

On whych men myght hys lernman leyc, 

As on a fetherbed to pleye, 

For the erthe was ful softe and swete. 
Through moysture of the welle wete 
Spronge up the sote grene gras, 

As fayre, as thycke, as myster was. 

But moehe amended it the place, 

That therth was of suche a grace 
That it of floures hath plenty 
That both in somer and wynter be. 

There sprange the vyolet al newe, -gj 
And fresshe pervynke ryche of hewe, 

And floures yelowe, white, and rede ; 

Suche plente grewe there never in mede. 
Ful gaye was al the ground®, and queynt ,1 
And poudred, as men had it peynt, 

With many a freshe and sondry© floure, 
That casten up ful good savoure. 

I wol not long© hoMe you in fable 
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Ife the bounty therewythalle. 
ent on ryght hande and on lefte 
e the place; it was not left, 
had al the garden bene 
: esters that men myghtesene. 

I thus whyle I wente in my playe, 

)d of Love me folowed aye. u$o 

as an hunter can abyde 
jest, tyl he soeth hys tyde 
ten, at goodnesse, to the dere, 
that hym nedeth go no nere. 
so befyl I restedo me 
s a wel under a tree, 
tree in Fraunce men cal a pyne. 
th the tyme of kynge Pepyne, 
we there tree in mannes syght 
e, ne so wel woxe in hyght; uao 
lat yarde so hygh was none, 
ryngynge in a marble stone 
aature set, the soth to telltf, 

:hat pyne tree a welle. 
the border al without^ 
yten on the stone about*?, 
i smaltf, that saydea thus, 
tarfe the fayre Narcisus.’ 

•Sus was a bachelore, 
m hadcfe caught in hys daungere, wo 
lys nette gas 

de hym mmte %ge, 

yre 3&4y. that bygbt' Echo, 
pedowsny creature. 
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That on a tyme she hym tolde, 

That yf he her y-loven nolde, 

That her behovede nodes dye, 

There laye none other remedye. 

But nathelesse, for hys beauts 
So fyers and daungerous was he,] 

That he nolde graunte hir askyng, 

For wepyng, ne for faire praiyng. 

And whanne she herd hym werne soo, 
She hadde in herte so gret woo, 

And took it in so gret dispite, 

That she, withoute more respite, 

Was deed anoon. But er she dide 
Fulle pitously to God she preide, 

That proude hertid Nareisus, 

That was in love so daungerous, 

Myght on a day ben hampred so 
For love, and ben so hoot for woo, 

That never he myght to joye atteygne; 
ABd that he shulde feele in every veyne 
What sorowe trewe lovers maken, 

That ben so velaynesly forsaken." 

This prayer was but resonable 
Therfore God helde it forme and stables 
hor Nareisus shortly to telle, 

By aventure eome to that weUe 

TorestenhymlnthatshaTL 

da y> whanne he come fro huntyn*. 
iweisus war.., j 
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hanne he was to that w die comen, mo 
tat shadowid was with braunches grene, 

3 thoughte of thilke water shone 
i drynke and fresshe hym wel withalle; 

Ld doun on knees he gan to fallo, 
id forth his heed and necke he straught 
> drynken of that welle a draught, 
id in the water anoon was seen 
s nose, his mouth, his yen sheen, 
id he therof was alle abasshod ; 
s owne shadowe was hym bytrasshed. im 
r welle wende he the forme see 
a child of gret beautd. 
slle kouthe Love hym wreke thoo 
daunger and of pride also, 
at Narcisus somtyme hym beere. 
i quytte hym welle his guerdoun there; 
r he musede so in the welle, 
at, shortly alle the sothe to telle, 
i lovede his owne shadowe soo, 
at atte laste he starf for woo. iwo 

: whanne he saugh that he his wille 
ght in no manor wey fulfllle ; 
d that he was so faste caught 
at he hym kouthe comforts nought, 
loste his witte right in that place, 
d died© withynne a lytel space, 
d thus his warisoun he took 
? the lady that he forsook, 

Ladyes, I preye ensample takith, 

that ageyns youre love mistakith: imo 

‘ if her doth be yow to wite, 

1 im M welle youre while quyte. 
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Whanne that this lettre of which I telle 
Hadde taught me that it was the welle 
Of Narcisus in his beaute, 

I gan anoon withdrawe me, 

Whanne it felle in my remembraunce, 
That hym bitidde such mysehaunce. 

But at the laste thanne thought I, 

That scathles, full© sykerly, 

I myght unto the welle goo. 

Wherof shulde I abaisshen soo ? 

Unto the welle than wente I me, 

And doun I loutede for to see 
The clere water in the stoon, 

And eke the gravelle, which that shoon 
Down in the botme, as silver fyn, 

For of the welle, this is the fyn, 

In world is noon so clere of hewe. 

The water is evere fresh and newe 
That welmeth up with wawis bright*? 

The mountance of two fynger hightc. 
Aboute it is gras spryngyng, 

For moiste so thikke and^wel likyng, 
That it ne may in wynter dye, 

]STo more than may the see be drye. 
Downe atte the botme sette sawe I 
Two erist 
In thilke 


ade stonys eraftbfy 
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'hanne taketh the cristalle stoon ywis, 

gayn the sonne an hundrid hewis, 

tlewe, yelowe, and rede, that fresh and newe is. 

itt hath the merveilous cristalle 

uch strengthe, that the place overaHe, xsso 

othe foule and tree, and leves grene, 

nd alle the yerde in it is seene. 

nd for to don you to undirstonde, 

o make ensample wole I fonde; 

yght as a myrrour openly 

bewith alle thing that stondith therby, 

s welle the colour as the figure, 

ftthouten ony coverture; 

ight so the cristalle stoon shynyng, 

fithouten ony disseyvyng, 1590 

he entrees of the yerde accusith 

0 hym that in the water musith. 

or evere in which half that ye be, 

e may welle half the gardyne se. 

nd if he turne, he may right welle 

me the remenaunt everydelle. 

or ther is noon so litil thyng 

0 hidde ne elosid with shittyng, 

hat it no is sene, as though it were 

oyntid in the cristalle there. ieoo 

his is the mirrour perilous, 

i which the proude Narcisus ^ 

bat made hym Withe ^ligge upright. 


or who-so loketh in that mirrour, 
her may no thyng ben his socour 
bat he ne shalle there sene some thyng 
bat shal hym lede into laughyng. 

>i. vr. e 
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Fulle many worthy man hatA it 
F-blent; for folk of grettist wit 
Ben soone caught heere and awayted; 
Withouten respite ben they baited. 
Heere comth to folk of newe rage, 

Heere chaungith many wight corage; 
Heere lith no rede ne witte therto ; 

For Yenus sone, daun Cupido, 

Hath sowne there of love the seed, 

That help ne lith there noon, ne rede, 

So cerclith it the welle about©. 

His gynnes hath he sett without© 

Ryght for to cacche in his panters 
These damoysels and bachelers. 

Love wille noon other bridde cacche, 
Though he sett© oither nette or lacohe. 
And for the seed that heere was sowen. 
This w^de is elepid, as welie is knowen, 
The Welle of Love, of verray right, 

Of which ther hath ful many a wight 
Spoke in bookk dyversely. 

But they shull© new so verily 
Beseripcioun of the welie heere, 

Ne eke the sothe of 
' As ye shulle, white© I have mfo 
The craft thah to^^^;^, 

V. . s . ' Alle way me : : 

me ^ .• 
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That mirrour hath me now entriked. 

But hadde I first knowen in my wit 
The vertues and strengthes of it, 

I nolde not have mused there; 

Me had de bette bene ellis where, 

For in the snare I felle anoon, 

That hath bitrisshed many oon. 

In thilktf mirrour sawe I tho, 

Among a thousand thinges mo, 1650 

A roser chargid fulle of rosis, 

That with an hegge aboute enolosid is. 

Tho had I sich lust and envie, 

That for Parys ne for Pavie, 

Nolde I have left to goon att see 
There grettist hepe of roses be. 

Whanne I was with this rage hent, 

That caught hath many a man and shent, 
Toward the roser gan I go. 

And whanne I was not fer therfro, xeeo 
The savour of the roses swote 
Me smote right to the herte rote, 

As I hadde alle enbawmed be. 

And if I ne hadde endouted me 
To have ben hatid or assailed, 

Me thankis, wole I not have failed 
To pulle a roeeof alle that route 
To berew in myn bond© aboute, 

And smeHen to it where I. went©; 

But ever I. dredde nee to repent©, xm 

And leste it grevede or forthought* 

The lord that thilka gardyn wrought^. 

Of roses ther were grete wone, 

So fair© woxe never in Eone. 
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Of knoppes clos, some sawe I there, 
And some wel befcer woxen were. 

And some ther ben of other moysoun 
That drowe nygh to her sesoun, 

And spedde hem fast* for to sprede ; 

I love welle sich roses rede; 

For brode roses, and open also, 

Ben passed in a day or two; 

But knoppes wille fresh* be * 

Two dayes atte least, or thre. 

The knoppes gretly liked* me, 

For fairer may ther no man $e. 

Who~so myght* have oon of alle, 

It ought hym ben fulle lief withalle. 
Hight I oon gerlond of hem geten, 

For no riehesse I wolde it leten. 

£mm$ the teoppes I chese oon 
So faire, that of the remenaunt noon 
Ne preise I half so welle as it, 

Whanne I avise it in my wit. 

For it so welle was enlomyned 
With colour reed, as welle ifyn e d 
As nature couthe it mate faire. 

And it hath leves wel four® paire, 

That Kynde hath sett thwmKs 

About© the rede; roses sffryrttr^<» 

stalke was as ris& rj&fofe' 1 

p^g^theron. stode . 

lllSSiy|^,4 *i<k . v ..1 • 
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But somdelle neer it wente I thoo 
To take it ; but myn hond for drede 
Ne dorste I to the rose bede, 1710 

For thesteles sharpe of many manors, 

Netles, thornes, and hokede breres; 

For myoheZ they distourblede me, 

For sore I dradde to harmed be. 

The god of love, with bowe bent, 

That alle day sette hadde his talent 
To pursuen and to spien me, 

Was stondyng by a fige tree. 

And whanne he sawe hou that I 

Hadde chosen so ententifly 1720 

The botheum more unto my paie, 

Than ony other that I say, 

He toke an arowe fulle sharply whette, 

. And in his bowe whanne it was sette, 

He streight up to his ere drough 
The stronge bowe, that was so tough, 

And shette att me so wondir smerte, 

That thorough myn ye unto myn herte 
The takel smote, and depe it wente. 

And therwith alle such colde me hente, 1780 
That under clothes warme and softe, 

Sithen that day I have chevered ofte. 

Whanne I was hurt thus in a stounde, 

I felle doun platte unto the grounds. 

Myn herte failed and feynted ay, 

And longs tyme a^swtK>he I lay. 

But whanne T come out of swonyng, 

And hadde witt, and my felyng, 

I was alle maate, and wende fulle welle 
Of bloode have loren a fulle gret delle. vm 
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But certes the arowe that in me stode, 
Of me ne drewe no drope of blode, 
For-why I found© my wounde alle drie. 
Thanne toke I with myn hondis tweie 
The arowe, and ful fast out it plights, 
And in the pullyng sore I sight#. 

So at the last the shaft of tree 
I drough out, with the fethers thre. 

But yit the hokede heed, y-wis, 

The whiehe Beautd callid is, 

Gan so depe in myn herte passe, 

That I it myghtfl nought araee; 

But in myn herte stiUe it stode, 

A 1 bledde I not a drope of blode. 

I was bothe anguyssous and trouble. 

For the perille.that I sawe double, 

I nysfee ^wfeat ■ to seye or to do, 

Ne gete a ieehe my woundis to; 

For neithir thuxgh giasse ne rote, 

Ne fe&ddel hope c*f helpe ne bote. 

But to the bothum evermo 
Myn herte drew©; for alle my wo, 

My thought was in noon other thing. 

For hfedde it tea in my kepyr^, 

The sight oonfyj ^ 
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The arowis name was Symplesse. 

And whanne that love gan nyghe me nere, 
He drowe it up, withouten were, 

And shette at me with alle his myght, 

So that this arowe anoon right 
Thourgh-outm eigh, as it was founde, 

Into myn herte hath maad a wounde. 1780 
Thanne I anoon dide al my erafte 
For to drawen oute the shafte, 

And therwith alle I sighede efte. 

But in myn herte the heed was lefte, 

Which ay encreside my desire 
Unto the bothom drawe nere; 

And evermo that me was woo 

The more desir hadde I to goo 

Unto the roser, where that grewe 

The freysshe bothum so bright of hewe. mo 

Betir me were to have leten be, 

But it bihovede nedes me 
To done right as myn herte badde. 

For evere the body must be ladde 
Aftir the herte ; in wele and woo, 

Of force togidre they must goo. 

But never this archer woldp feyne 
To shete at me with alle his peyne, 

And for to make me to hym mete, 

The thridde arowe he gan to shete, isoo 
Whanne besthk%ine he myght espie, 

The whichwas aana^d Bartesie, 

Into ndyn herte he dide avale. 

A-swoone I felle, bothe deed and pale; 

Long tyme I lay, and stirede nought, 

Tille I abraide out on my thought. 
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And faste thanne I avysede me 
To drawe oute the shafte of tree ; 

Bat evere the heed was left bihynde 
For ought I eouthe pulle or wynde. 

So sore it stikith whanne I was hit. 

That by no craft I myght flit it; 

Bat anguyssous and fulle of thought 
I lefte ; sieh woo my wounde ay wroughl 
That somonede me al-way to goo 
Toward the rose, that plesede me soo; 
Bet I ne durste in no manere 
Bi-cause the archer was so nere. 


For evermore gladly, as I rede, 
Brent child of her hath mych drede. 
And, oertis, yit for al my peyne, 

sigh, yit arwis reyne, 

ifc '^rflflf witholde 
‘ roser. to F biholde; 

li^ajarbe ysi sieh h&rdement 

fete I rose up thanne 
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must abide, though it me rewe, isio 

he hegge aboute so thikke was, 
hat closide the roses in com pas. 

But o thing lykede me right Welle ; 
was so nygh, I myghte fele 
f the bothom the swote odour, 
nd also se the fresshe colour; 
nd that right gretly likede me, 
hat I so neer it myghttf se. 
ch joie anoon therof hadde I, 
iat I forgate my maladie. . 1850 

) sene I hadde siche delit, 
f sorwe and angre I was al quyte, 
ad of my woundes that I hadde thore; 

>r no thing liken me myghte more, 
lan dwellen by the roser ay, 
id thenrces never to passe away. 

But whanne a while I hadde be thare, 
le god of love, which al to-share 
yn herte with his arwis kene, 
stith hym to yeve me woundis grene. im 
e shette at me full© hastily 
i arwe named Company, 
te whiche takelle is fulle able 
make these ladies mereiable, 

.anne I anoon gan chaungen hewe 
r grevaunoe <rf my wound© newe, 

.at I agajuiell© in swpnyng, 
td sighede seredn oompleynyng, 
ore I compleynede that my gore 
me gan greven mere and more. im 
ladde noon hope of allegeaunee ; 
nygh I drowe to desperaunee, 
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I rought of dethe, ne of lyfe, 

Wh^der that love wolde me dryfe. 

Yf me a martir wolde he make, 

I myght his power nought forsake. 

And while for anger thus I woke, 

The God of Love an arowe toke ; 

Ful sharpe it was and pugnaunt, 

And it was callid Faire-semblaunt, isso 

The which in no wise wole consents, 

That ony lover hym repente, 

To serve his love with herte and alle, 

For ony perille that may bifalle. 

But though this arwe was kene ground©, 

As ony rasour that is founde, 

To kutte and kerven at the poynt, 

The God of Love it hadde anoynt 
> With a previous oynement, 

Somdele to yeve a-Ieggement 1890 

Upon the wonndes that he hadde 
Thurgh the body m my herte made, 

To helps her sores, and to cure, 

And that they may the bette endure. 

But yit this arwe, without more, 

Made in myn herte a large sore, 

That in Mle grete ^eynb I abode. 

But ay the oynement:tvente abrode; 


Thourgh-oute my 



wide, 

isoC'#- 
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Rokyng for wo right wondir narwe; 

But the heed, which made me smerte, 

Leffce bihynde in myn herte 

With other foure, I dar wel saye, mo 

That never wole be take away$, 

But the oynement halpe me wale. 

And yit sich sorwe dide I fele, 

That al le day I chaunged hewe, 

Of my woundes fresehe and newe, 

As men myghts se in my visage. 

The arwis were so full© of rage. 

So variaunt of diversity 

That men in everiche myghfc* se 

Bothe gret anoy and eke srwetnesse, 

And joie y-meynt with bittirneese. 1950 
Now were they esy, now were they wode, 

In h^n I felte bothe harme and goode. 

Now sore without aleggement, 

Now softenyng with oynement; 

It softnede heere, & prikkith there, 

Thus ese and anger to-gidro were. 

The* God of Love dalyverly 
Come lepande to me hastily, 

And seide to me in gret rape, 

‘ Yelde tbe&> fc them may not eeaape t ime 
no defence mile thee heere) 

He is a fbeia ia 

That with damager or etouteneeee 
Rebellith there that he eh ulde pleee 1 
Ifc M mh folye fa Htel aee. 
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Be meke, where thou must nedis bowe 
To stryve ageyn is nought thi prowe. 
Come at oones, and have y-doo, 

Tor I wole that it be soo. 

Thanne yelde thee heere debonairly/ 
And I answeride ful hombly, 

* Gladly, sir ; at youre biddyng 
I wole me yelde in al le thyng. 

To youre servyse I wole me take; 

For God defende that I shulde make 
Ageyn youre biddyng resistance; 

I wole not don so grete offence, 

For if I dide, it were no skile. 


Ye may do with me what ye wile, 
Save or spille, and also sloo; 

Fro you in no wise may I goo. 


My lyfj my deth, is in youre honde, 
I may pot kste out of youre bonde. 
Fleyn at youre lysfe I yelde me, 
Hopyng in herte, that sumtyme ye 
Comfort and ese shulle me sende; 

Or ellis shortly, this is the Oende, . 
Withouten helthe I mote ay dure. 
But if ye take me to youre cure* 
Comfort or helthe how sbhjd I ha ve, 
Sith ye me hurty b^ye ^ # 
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To be governed by youre emprise. 

Of you I here so myche pris, 

[ wole ben hool at youre devis 
For to fulfille youre lykyng, 
kid to repente for no thyng, 

Elopyng to have yit in some tide 

Hercy, of that that I abide.’ 

kid with that covenaunt yelde I me, 

bioon down knelyng upon my kne, \m 

5 roferyng for to kisse his feefce; 

Jut for no thyng he wolde late, 
md seide, 4 1 love thee both© and proise, 

Sen that thyn aunswar doth me eaeo, 

'or thou answerid<s so curteisly. 

'or now I wote wel uttirly, 

'hat thou art gentylle by thi spoehe. 

'or though a man fer woldo seche, 

[e shulde not fynden, in corteyn, 

r o sich answer of no vileyn; im 

or sich a word ne myghte nought 

me out of a vilayns thought. 

hou shalt not lesen of thi apeohe, 

Dr thy helpyng wole I eohe, 

ad eke encresen that I may. 

it first I wole that thou obaye, 

illy for thyn avsuntage, 

looh to do me heere homage. 

id sith kisse, my monthe, 

hich to no vifagm .was mm eouthe moo 

r to aproohe it, ne &r to touche * 

r saufi’ of cherlis I ne vouohe 

at they shulle never neigh it nere, 

r eorteis, and of fa ire man ere, 
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Welle taught, and fulle of gentilnesse 
He muste ben, that shal me kysse, 
And also of fulle of high fraunchise, 
That shal atteyne to that emprise. 

And first of o thing warne I thee, 
That peyne and gret adversitd 
He mote endure, and eke travaile, 
That shal me serve, without^ faile. 
But ther ageyns thee to comforte, 
And with thi servise to desporte, 
Thou mayst fulle glad and joy fulle he 
So good a maister to have as me, 

And lord of so highe renoun. 

I here of Love the gonfenoun, 

Of curtesie the hanere; 

For I am of the silf manere, 

Gentil, eurteys, make and fre; 

That who ever ententyf he 
Me to honoure, doute, and serve, 

And also that he hym observe 
Fro trespasse and fro vilanye, 

And hym governe in eurtesie. 

With wille and with enteneioun,* 

For whanne he first in my prisoun 
Is caught, thamaie' mu^ he uttirly, 

If he desire k^ 
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made it in my port fulle queynt ; 
oye wente to myn herte rote, 
me I hadde kissed his mouth so swote, 
de sich myrthe and sich likyng, 2041 
cede me of langwisshing. 
dude of me thanne hostages .*— 
ve , 7 he seide, * taken fele homages 
a and other, where I have bene 
jmed ofte, withouten weije. 
felouns fulle of falsity 
many sithes biguyled me, 
horough her falshede her lust achieved, 

>f I repente and am agreved. mo 

" hem gete in my daungere, 
ijshede shulle they bie fblle dere. 
r I love thee, I seie thee pleyn, 

) of thee be more certeyn ; 

;ee so sore I wole now bynde, 
hou away ne shalt not wynde, 
denyen the covenaunt, 

1 that is not avenaunt. 
hou were fals it were gret reuthe, 
iou semest so fulle of treuthe.’ mo 
if thee lyst to undirstande, 
r eile the askyng this demand©. 
by or wherfore shulde ye 
b or borwis aske of . 
r other sikirnesse,' •• - 
ye woie in sotfefb^^e, • 
e have me susprfeei w? 
ole myn herte, taken me fro, 

^ wole dKo for me no thing, 
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Myn herte is youres, and myn right nough 
As it bihoveth, in dede and thought, 

Redy in alle to worche youre wille, 
Whether so turne to good or ill©. 

So sore it lustith you to-plese, 

No man therof may you desese. 

Ye have theron sette sich justice, 

That it is werreid in many wise. 

And if ye dQute it nolde obeye, 

Ye may therof do make a keye, so 

And holde it with you for ostage/ 

* Now certis this is noon outrage/ # 
Quod Love, ‘ and fully I acorde 5 
For of the body he is fulle lord, 

That hath the herte in his tresour 5 
Outrage it were to asken more/ 


1 he drough, 


Whioh.tvas of goMpohsshed dere 
Ahd &dde to me,/ with this keye heere 
Thyn herte to me now wde I shette; 

I bynde undir this; 

That no wight may caiie . 

This keye is fulle of gret poes$ 4 / * . 
With which anoon he touchide me, .4 
Undir the side fulle softely, 

he myn herte sodeynly, - 
pfehout anoye hadde spered, . 


Inought-it hss 
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Youre lust and plesaunce to fulfille. 

Loke ye my servise take atte gree. 

By thilke feith ye owe to me. 

I seye nought for reereaundise, 

For I nought doute of youre servise. 

But the servaunt traveileth in vayne, 

That for to serven doth his payne 2110 

Unto that lord, which in no wise, 

Kan hym no thank for his servyse. 

Love seide, tf Dismaie thee nought, 

Syn thou for sokour hast me sought, 

In thank thi servise wole I take, 

And high of degre I wole thee make, 

If wikkidnesse ne hyndre thee; 

But (as I hope) it shal nought be. 

To worshipe no wight by aventure 

May come, but if he peyne endure. 2120 

Abide and suffre thy distresse, 

That hurtith now; it shal be lesse, 

I wote my silf what may thee save. 

What medicyne thou woldist have. 

And if thi trouthe to me thou kepe, 

I shal unto thyn helpyng eke, 

To cure thy woundes and make hem clene, 
Where-so they be olde or grene; 

Thou shalt be holpen at wordis fewe. 

For certeynly thou shalt welle shewe, 2130 
Where that thou servest with good wille, 

For to compleysshen and fulfille 


My comaundementis day and myght, 
Whiche I to lovers yeve of right/ 
‘A, sire,, for Goddis love/ seide I, 
4 Jk ye passe hens, ententyfiy 
yon. vi. . 0 ■ f 
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Youre comaundementis to me ye say, 

And I shalle kepe hem if I may, 

For hem to kepen is alle my thought. 

And if so be I wote hem nought, 

Thanne may I unwityngly, 

Wherfore I pray you enterely, 

With alle myn herte, me to lere. 

That I trespasse in no manere/ 

The god of love thanne ohargide me 
Anoon, as ye shalle here and see, 

Worde by worde, by right emprise, 

So as the Romance shalle devise. 

The maister lesith his tyme to lere, 
Whanne that the disciple wole not here. 

It is but veyn on hym to swynke, 

That on his lernyng wole not thenke. 
WhO'SO luste love, late hym entende, 

For now the Romance bigynneth to amende 
Now is good to here in 
If ony be that can it say, 

And poynte it as the resoun is 
Y-set; for other gate*, ywys, 

It shalle nought welle in alle thyng 
Be brought to good undirstendyng. 3 

For a reder that poyntith iHe> 

A good sentence my-.o$e spille. 

The book is good at the 
Mfgmd of newe and lusty. ‘ 
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Of this dreme into Romance. 217a 

The sothfastnesse that now is hxdde, 

Without^ coverture shalle bo kidde. 

Whanne I undon have this dremyng, 
Wherynne no word is of lesyng. 

‘Velanye, atte the bigynnyng, 

I wole/ say de Love * over alio thyng 
Thou leve, if thou ne wolt be 
Fals, and trespasse ageynes me. 

I curse and blame generaly 

Alle hem that loven vilanye ; 2180 

For vilanye makith vilayn 

And by his dedis a cherle is seyn. 

Thise vilayns am withouten pitee, 

Frendship, love, and alle bounty 
I nyl resseyve unto my servise 
Hem that ben vilayns of emprise. 

f But undirstonde in thyn entent, 

That this not myn entenduraent, 

To clepe no wight in noo ages 

Oonly gentille for his lynages. am 

But who-so is vertuous, 

And in his port nought outrageous, 

■Whanne sieh oon thou seest thee bifom, 
Though be be not gentille bom, # 

Thou maist welle eeyn, this is in soth; 

That he is gentii, by-cause he doth 
As longetib & a gefatiiman j 
Of hem noon other dome I can. 

For certeynly, withouten drede, 

A cherle is domed by his dede, saoo 

Of hie or lowe, as ye may see, 

Or of what kynrede that he bee. 
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Ne say nought for noon yvel wille 
Thyng that is for to holden stijle; 

It is no worship© to mysseye. 

Thou maist ensamplo take of Keye, 

That was somtyme for mysseiyng, 

Hated both© of olde and yong. 

As fer as Gaweyn the worthy, 

Was preised for his curtesie, 

Kay was hated, for he was felle, 

Of word dispitous and cruelie. 

Wherfore be wise and aqueyntable, 
Goodly of word, and resonable 
Bothe to less© and eke to more. 

And whanne thou comest there men are 
Loke that thou have in custom© ay, 

First to salue hym if thou may: 

And if it fall©, that of hem somme 
Salue thee first, be not them domme. 

But quyte hym curteisly anoon 
Without abidyng, er they goon, 

ft For no thyng eke thy tunge apply© 
To speke wordis of rebaudrye. 

To vilayne speche in no degr^ 

Late never thi lippe unbounden be. 

For I nought holde hym, in good feith, 
Curteys, that foule "wordfe seith. 


And alle wymmen serve sndpreise, • 
ll^jo thy power her 
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And to do thyng that may hem ese, 

That they ever speke good of thee, 

For so thou maist best preised be, 

* Loke fro pride thou kepe thee wele; 

For thou maist bothe perceyve and fele, 2240 
That pride is bothe foly and synne; 

And he that pride hath hym withynne, 

Ne may his herte in no wise 
Meken ne souplen to servyse. 

For pride is founde, in every part, 

Contrarie unto Loves art. 

And he that loveth trewely, 

Shulde hym contene jolily, 

Withoute pride in sondry wise, 

And hym disgysen in queyntise. mo 

For queynte array, withoute drede, 

Is no thyng proude, who takith hede; 

For fresh array, as men may see, 

Withoute pride may ofto be. 

Mayntene thy-silf aftir thi rent, 

Of robe and eke of garnement; 

For many sithe faire clothyng 
A man amendith in myeh thyng. 

And loke alwey that they be shape, 

(What garnement that thou shalt make) mo 
Of hym that kan best do, ' 

With aJle that perteyneth therto. 

Poyntie and Mam be welle sittande, 

Bight and sfcreght on the hande. 

Of shone and bocrtes, newe and faire, 

Loke at the leest thou have a paire; 

And that they sitte so fetisly, 

That these ruyde may uttirly 
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Merveyle, sith that they sitte so pleyn, 
How they come on or off ageyn. as 

Were streite gloves, with awmere 
Of silk. And alwey with good chore 
Thou yeve, if thou have richesse; 

And if thou have nought, spende the lesse. 
Alwey be mery, if thou may, 

But waste not thi good alway. 

Have hatte of floures as fresh as May, 
Chapelett of roses of Wissonday; 

For sich array ne costneth but lit©. 

Thyn hondis wasshe, thy teeth make whitej 
And lete no filthe upon thee bee. m 

Thy nailes blak, rf thou maist see, 


Voide it awey delyverly, 

And kembe thyn heed right jolily. 

Farce not thi visage in no wise. 

For that rf love is not themprise; 

For love doth haten, as I fynde, 

A beauts that someth not of Kynde. 

Alwey in herte I rede thee, 

Glad and mery for to be, m 

And be as joyfulle as thou can; 

Love hath no joye of sorowful man. 

That yveUe is Mle of otutesi% 


That knowith in his maladie s 
For ever of love the sijtoeSSa ' 
.with 
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To morowe he pleyneth for jolynesse. 

The lyf of love is fulle contrarie, 

Which stounde-mele can ofte vario. 

But if thou canst mirthis make, 

That men in gre wole gladly take, 

Do it goodly, I comaunde thee; 

For men shulde, where-so-evere they be, 

Do thing that hem most sittyng is, 

For therof cometh good loos and pris. 2310 
Whereof that thou be vertuous,. 

Ne be not straunge ne daungerous. 

For if that thou good ridere be, 

Prike gladly that men may se. 

In armes also if thou konne, 

Pursue to thou a name hast wonne. 

And if thi voice be faire and clere, 

Thou shalt maken grete daungere. 

Whanne to synge they goodly preye, 

It is thi worship for tobeye. 2320 

Also to you it longith ay. 

To harpe and gitterne, daunce and play, 

For if he can wel foote and daunce, 

It may hym greetly do avaunce. 

Among eke, for thy lady sake, 

Songes and complayntes that thou make; 

For that wole meven in hir herte, 

Whanne they reden of thy smerte, 

Loke that no man. for scarce thee hold©,. 

For that may grove thee m$ny-folde, mo 
Resoun wole that a lover he 
In his yiftes more large and fire, 

Than cherles that ben not of lovyng. 

For who therof can ony thyng, 
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He shal be leaf ay for to yeve, 

In londes lore who~so wolde leve; 

For he that thorough a sodeyn sight, 

Or for a kyssyng, anoon right 
Yaff hoole his herte in wille and thought, 
And to hym-silf kepith right nought, \ 
Affcir this swiffte, it is good resoun, 

He yeve his good in a-boundoun. 

‘ Now wole I shortly heere reheree, 

Of that I have seid in verce, 

A1 thilke sentence by and by, 

In wordis fewe compendiously, 

That thou the better mayst on hem thenke, 
Whether so it be thou wake or wynke; 

For that the wordis litel grave, 

A man to kape, whanne it is breve. a$t 
‘ Who-so with Love wole goon or ride 
He mote be curteis, and voide of pride, 

Mery and fulle of jolitd, 

And of largesse a-losed ba 
* Firste I joyne thee that heere in penauncc 
That evere withoute repent&unce, 

Thou sette thy thought in thy lovyng 
To last© withoute repenfcyng * 

And thenke upon thi myrthis swete, 

That shade folowe: af% whan ye mete, m 
‘ And for thou trewe- to: iov© fchalt be, ■; 
and <mmaun^ £ 
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Everiche shal have but litel parte. 

But of hym drede I me right nought, 

That in oo place settith his thought. 2370 
Therfore in 00 place it sitte, 

And lat it nevere thannys flitte. 

For if thou yevest it in lenyng, 

I holde it but a wrecchid thyng. 

Therfore yeve it hoole and quyte, 

And thou shalt have the more merite. 

If it be lent than aftir soone, 

The bountd and the thank is doone 5 
But, in love, fre yeven thing 
Requyrith a gret guerdonyng. ssso 

Yeve it in yift al quyte fully, 

And make thi yift debonairly; 

For men that yift holde more dere 
That yeven is with gladsome chere. 

That yift nought to preisen is 
That man yeveth maugre his. 

Whanne thou hast yeven thyn herte, as I 
Have seid thee he ere openly, 

Thanne aventures shulle thee falle, 

Which harde and hevy ben with-alle. aseo 
For ofte whan thou bithenkist thqe 
Of thy Iovyng, where-so thou be, 

Fro folk thou must depart© in Me, 

That noon perceyve thi maladie, 

[But hyde thyn© harm© thou must alone, 

And go forth sole, and make thy mone. 

Tfy>u shalt no whyle be in 0 state, 

But whylom colde and whylom hate; 

Nowe reed as rose, now yelowe and fade. 

Such sorowe I trowe thou never hade. . sm 



THE ROMAujnT OF THE ROSE, 

Cotidien, ne quarteyne, 

It is nat so ful of peyne. 

For often tymes it shal fall# 

In love, amonge thy paynes all#, 

That thou thy selfe al holy, 

Foryeten shalt so utterly, 

That many tymes thou shalt be 
Styl as an ymage of tree,, 

Dome as a stoon, without steryng 

Of fote or hande, wythoute spekyng. 241 

Than s'one after aUe thy payne, 

To memory© shalt thou come agayne, 

As man abashed wonder sore, 

And after syghen more and more. 

For wytte thou wele, wi thou ten wene, 

In such estate ful ofte have bene 
That have the yvel of love assayde, 
Wherthrough thou art so dismayde. 

* After, a thought shal take the so, 

Tlmt thy love is to ferre the fro: 2421 

Thou shalt say©, 1 God ! what maye thys be, 
That I ne may my lady se ? 

Myne hert alone is to her go, 

And I .abyd© al sole in wo, 

Departed from myn owne thought. 

And with mymfe ©yen serygfet nought. 

Alas, myne efym sene l ne io^y, 
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For certaynly, but yf they go, 

A foole my selfe I may wel holde, 

Whan I ne se what myne horte? wolde. 
Wherfore I wol gone her to sene, 

Or eased shal I never bene. 

But I have som tokenyng.’ 

Then gost thou forth without^ dwelling, swo 
But oft thou faylest of thy desyro, 

Er thou mayst come hor any norej 
Ind wastest in vayn thi passage. 

Thanne fallest thou in a newe rage; 

Jot want of sight thou gynnest mome, 

^.nd homewards pensyf thou dost retorne. 
n gret myscheef thanne shalt thou bee, 
r or thanne agayne shalle come to thoo 
iighes and pleyntes with newe woo, 

’hat no ycehyng prikkoth aoo. am 

^ho wote it nought, ho may go loro, 

>f hem that bien love so dore. 
fo thvng thyn horto appeson may, 
hat ofte thou wolt goon and assay, 

7 thou maist seen by aventure 
hi lyves joy, thine hertis cure, 

> that hi grace, if thou myght 

,tteyne of hire to have a eight, 

hanne shalt thou done noon other dedOj. 

it with that eight thyne eyea fed#, mso 

lat fairs feeehe vrihasrne then maist «*, 

lyne herte shalle $o ravyeshed be, 

iat nevere thou woldeet, thi thanks, lets 

5 remove* for to see that swete. 

,e more thou seest in soth&atneeee, 

6 more thou coveyteet of that swetneme, 
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The more thine herte brenneth in her, 
The more thine herte is in desire. 

For who considreth every deelle, 

It may be likned wondir wolle, 

The peyne of love unto a fere; 

For evermore thow neighest nere 
Thought, or whoo so that it bee, 

For verray sothe I telle it thee, * 

The hatter evere shalle thou brenne, 

As experience shalle thee kenne. 

Where so comest in ony coost, 

Who is next fuyre he brenneth moost. 
And yitt forsothe for alle thine hete, 
Though thou for love swelte and swete, 

Ne for no thyng thou felen may, 

Thou shalt notwillen to passen away. 

And though thou go, yitt must thee, nede, 
Thenke alle day, on hir fairhede, 

Whom thou biheelde with so good wille ; 
And holde thi-silf biguyled ille. 

That thou ne haddest noon hardement. 

To shewe hir ought of thyne entent. 

Thyn herte fulle sore thou wolt dispise. 
And eke repreve of eowardise, 

That thou so duhe in every thing} 

Were, domme for drede, withoute spekyng. 
Thou shalt eke thenke thou didest folye, 
thou were hir sd * .• •> 

^dpl not auntre : t&ee tb mj# 
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rmes goodly thee have take, 2500 

rnlde have be more worth to thee, 
a of tresour gret plente. 

Thus shalt thou morne and eke compleyne, 
gete enchesoun to goone ageyne, 

> thy walke, or to thi place, 
ire thou biheelde her fleshly face, 
never for fals suspeccioun, 

1 woldest fynde occasioun, 

to gone unto hire hous. 

rt thou thanne desirous, 2510 

ght of hir for to have, 

iou thine honour myghtist save, 

ny erande myghtist make 

,er, for thi loves sake, 

j fayn thou woldist, but for drede 

l gost not, lest that men take hede; 

rfore I rede in thi goyng, 

also in thyne ageyn-comyng, 

. be welle ware that men ne wite; 

e thee other cause than itte, 2520 

0 that weye, or faste bye ; 

ele wel is no folye. 

if so be it happe thee, 

thou thi love there maist see, 

cer wise thou hir salewe, 

•ewith thy colour wole transmewe, 
ske thy blode shal &1 to quake, 
e hewe eke ohaungen for hir sake, 
mrd and witte, with chore fulle pale, 
e wante for to telle thy tale, mo 

t thou maist so fer forth Wynne, 
thou resoum deret bigynne, 
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)f hir shappe and hir semblaunce, 
thereto none other may be pere. 
bid wite thou wel withoute were, 

That thee shal seme somtyme that nyght, 
[hat thou hast hir that is so bright, 2570 
^aked bitwene thyne armos there, 

Ole sothfastnesse as though it were. 

[hou shalt make castels thanne in Spayne, 
bid dreme of joye, alle but in vayne, 

Lnd thee deliten of right nought, 

Vhile thou so slomrest in that thought, 

hat is so swete and deli table, 

he which in soth nys but fable, 

hr it ne shalle no while laste. 

hanne shalt thou sighe and wepe faste, 2580 

md say, ‘ Dere God, what thing is this ? 

fy dreme is turned alle amys, 

Vhich was fulle swete and apparent, 

5 ut now I wake it is al shent! 

Jow yede this mery thought away. 

'wenty tymes upon a day 
wolde this thought wolde come ageyne, 
hr it aleggith well© my peyne. 
t makith me fulle of joyfulle thought, 
t sleth me that it lastith noght, mo 

l, Lord 1 why nyl«ye me socoure ? 
he joye I trowe that I langouxe, 
he doth -1 wolde me shulde atao, 

^hile I lye in hir armes twoo, 
lyne harm*© is hard© withouten wane, 
ly gret unease fulle oft© I meene. 
lut wolde Love do so I myghte 
lave fully joye of hir so brighte, 
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My peyne were quytte me rychely. 
Allas, to grete a thing aske 11 
Hit is but foly, and wrong wenyng, 

To aske so outrageous a thyng. 

And who so askith folily, 

He mote be warned hastily; 

And I lie wote what I may saye, 

I am so fer out of the waye; 

For I wolde have fulle gret likyng, 

And fulle gret joye of lasse thing. 

For wolde she of hir gentylnesse, 
Withoute more, me oonys kysse, 

It were to me a grete guerdoun, 

Relees of alle my passioun. 

But it is harde to come therto; 

Alle k but folye, that I do, 

So high I have myne herte sette, 

Where I may no comfort gette. 

I wote not where I seye well© or nought 
But this I <wote wel in my thought, 

That it were better of hir alloone, 
to stynte my woo and moone, 

A lake- on hir i-caste goodly, 

That for to have al utterly, 

Of an other alle hoole the pley. 

A Lord, where I shalle byde the day 
That evere she shalle tev. 
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fhich may not slepe ne reste in ese. 
wolde it dawed, and were now day, 

.nd that the nyght were went away, 
or were it day, I wolde uprise. 

,! slowe sonne, she we thine enprise ! 
pede thee to sprede thy beemys brighte, 
nd chace the derknesse of the nyghte, 
o putte away the stoundes stronge, 

Tiiche in me lasten alle to longe . 7 2640 

* The nyght shalt thou con ten e soo, 
ithoute rest, in peyne and woo; 

1 evere thou knewe of love distresse, 
iou shaZt mowe lerne in that sijknesse. 
id thus enduryng shalt thou lye 
id ryse on morwe up erly, 
it of thy bedde, and harneyse thee 

• evere dawnyng thou maist see. 
le pryvyly thanne shah thou goon, 

hat whider it be, thy silf alloon, mo 
»r reyne, or hayle, for snowe, for slete, 
rider she dwellith that is so swete, 

,e which may falle a-slepe be, 

Ld thenkith but lytel upon thee. 

.anne shalt thou goon, ful foule a-feerd, 
ke if the gate he unspered, 
id waite without in woo and peyne. 

He yvel a-eoolde in wynd^ and reyne, 
ann&.sh&lt thou go the dore bifore, 
thou mai&t fyudesft (my goose, mo 

hoole, or reeffc, what evere it were; 
anne shalt thou stoupe, and lay to ere, 
they withynne a slepe be; 
aene alle save the lady free, 
pi. & 
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Whom wakyng if thou maist aspie. 

Go putte thi silf in jupartie. 

To aake grace, and thee bimene, 

That she may wite, withoute wene, 
That thou al nyght no rest hast hadde, 
'So sore for hir thou were bystadde. 
Wommen wel oughte pitd to take 
Of hem that sorwen for her sake. 

And loke, for love of that relyke, 

That thou thenke noon other lyke. 

For whanne thou hast so gret annoy, 
Shalle kysse thee er thou go away, 

And holde that in fulle gret deyntd. 
And for that no man shal thee see 
Bifore the hous, ne in the way, 

Loke thou be goone ageyn er day. 

Such comyng, and such goyng, 

Such heyynesse, and such walkyng, 
Makith lovers, withouten ony wene. 
Under her clothes pale and lene. 

For Love leveth colour ne oleernesse; 
Who loveth trewe hath no fatnesse. 
Thou shalt wel by thy siifs see 
That thou must nedis ass^id be. 

For men that shape hem other weye. 
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> best hir thanke thou shalt deserve. 

3 ve hir yiftes, and gete hir grace, 

>r so thou may thanke purchace, 2700 

Lat she thee worthy holde and free. 
d lady, and alle that may thee see, 
so hir servauntes worshipe ay, 

Ld please as myeh d as thou may; 

ete good thorough hem may come to thee, 

-cause with hir they ben pryvd. 

ey shal hir telle hou they thee fande 

rteis and wys, and well© doande, 

id she shall© preise welle thee more. 

ke oute of londe thou be not fore; 2710 

d if such cause thou have, that thee 

loveth to gone out of contree, 

re hoole thin herte in hostage, 

le thou ageyn make thi passage. 

snke longe to see the swete thyng 

at hath thine herte in hir kepyng. 

’ Now have I tolde thee, in what wise 
overe shalle do me servise. 
it thanne, if thou wolt have 
3 meede that thou aftir crave/ 2720 

(Vbtanne Love alle this hadde boden me, 
side hym—‘ Sire, how may it be 
it lovers may in such manere, 
lure the peyne^ ye, have seid heere ? 
lerveyle^ne wonder faste, - 
w ony man may lyve or laste 
suche peyne, and such« brennyng, 
sorwe and thought, and such sighing, 

3 unrelesed woo to make, 

ether so it be they slepe or wake. 2720 
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In such annoy contynuely, 

As helpe me God this merveile I 
How man, but he were maad of stele, 
Mygh'te lyve a monthe, such peynes to fele/ 
The God of Love thanne seide me, 

< Freend, by the feith I owe to thee, 

May no man have good, but he it bye. 

A man loveth more tendirly 

The thyng that he hath bought most dere, 

For wite thou welle, withouten were, 

In thanke that thyng is taken more. 

For which a man hath suffred sore. 

Certis no wo ne may atteyne, 

Unto the sore of loves peyne. 

Noon yvel ther-to ne may amounts, 

No more than a man may counts 
The dropes that of the water be. 

For drye as Welle the greet* see 
Thou myghtist, as the harmes telle 
Of hem that with Love dwelle 
In servyse; for peyne hem sleeth, 

And that ech man wold© fie the deeth, 

And trowe the! shulde never© escape, 

Nere that Hope eouthe hem make, 

Glad as man in prisons sett*, 

And may not gefcen for to ete 
-jfiut baify breed, and 

verm^'ahd W ordure* *. 
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Lough he lye in strawe or dust, 

Hoope is alle his susteynyng. 
id so for lovers in her wenyng, 
hiche love hath shitte in his prisoun ; 
od-hope is her salvacioun. 
od-hope, how sore that they smerte, 
veth hem both© wille and herte 2770 

profre her body to martire; 
r Hope so sore doith hem desire 
suifre ech harme that men devise, 
r joye that aftirward shall© aryse. 

Hope in desire cacche viotorie, 

hope of love is alle the glorie, 

r Hope is alle that love may yeve; 

re Hope, ther shulde no lover lyve, 

ssid be Hope, which with desire, 

mnceth lovers in such manere. mo 

)d~hope is curteis for to please, 

kepe lovers from alle disese. 

pe kepith his londe, and wole abide, 

■ ony perille that may be-tyde ; 

I Hope to lovers, as most cheef, 
h hem endure alle mysoheef; 

ye is her helpe whanne myster is. 

II shall© yeve thee eke iwys, 
ee other thingis, that gret solas 

th to hem that be in my las. 5790 

The firsts g#d th#. may be found©, 
hem that m my,l$oe be ;hotode, 

»wete-thought, for to, record© 
ag wherwith thou eanst accords 
i> in thyne herte; where she be, 
nkyng, in absence is good to thee. 
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Whanne ony lover doth compleyne, 

And lyveth in distresse and in peyne, 

Thanne Swete-thought shal come as blyve, 
Awey his angre for to dryve. 2800 

It makith lovers to have remembraunce 
Of comfort, and of high plesaunce, 

That Hope hath hight hym for to Wynne. 

For Thought anoon thanne shalle bygynne, 

As ferre, God wote, as he can fynde, 

To make a mirrour of his mynde, 

For to biholde he wole not lette. 

Hir persons he shalle a-fore hym sette, 

Hir laughing eyen, persaunt and clere, 

Hir shappe, hir fourme, hir goodly chore, 28io 
Hir mouth that is so gracious, 

So swete, and eke so saverous, 

Of alle hir fetures he shalle take heede, 

His eyen with alle hir lymes fede. 

‘ Thus Swete-thenkyng shalle aswage 
The peyne of lovers, and her rage. 

Thijoye shalle double, withoute gesse, 

Whanne thou thenkist on hir semlynesse, 

Or of hir laughing, or of hir chere, 

That to thee made thi lady dere. 2820 

This comfort wole I that thou take, 

And if the next# thou wolt forsake 


.i •; ;i Which is not less© saverous, 

$ 3 * 9 * tfraHist not ben to* d&ungerous. 

i-kjm- _ _ 3- . » 
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3 have loved paramour, 28 so 

rough spekyng, whanne they myghtew heere, 

.er lovers to hem so dere. 

ae it voidith alle her smerte, 

which is closed in her herte. 

terte it makith hem glad and light, 

he, whanne they mowe have sight. 

. therfore now it cometh to mynde, 

>lde dawes as I fynde, 

t clerkis writen that hir knewe, 

r was a lady fresh of h^we, 2840 

.ch of hir love made a songe 

hym, for to remembre amonge, 

vhich she seide, * Whanne that I here 

ken of hym that is so dere> 

ne it voidith alle smerte, 

s he sittith so nere myne herte.. 

3 peke of hym at eve or morwe, 

ureth me of alle my sorwe. 

me is noon so high plesaunce 

of his persone dalyaunce/ 28B0' 

■ wist© fulle welle that Swetenspekyng 
afortith in fulle myche thyng. 

1 love she hadde fulle well© assaid, 
hem she was fulle welle apaied; 
speke of hym hir joye was sette, 
jrfore I rede thee that thou gett© 

:elovve that ©anweBbeonoele, 
d k&pe thi eouriseHe, and weQe hole, 
whom go shew© hoohy thhb© herte, 
he welle and woo, joye and smerte: sseo- 

gete comfort to hym thou goo, 
d pryvyly bitwene yow twoo. 
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Yee shalle speke of that goodly thyng 
That hath thyne herte in hir kepyng ■’ 

Of hir beautd and hir semblaunoe. 

And of hir goodly countenaunoe; ’ 

Of alle thi state, thou shalt hym’seye, 

And aske hym counseille how thou may 
Do ony thyng that may hir plese, 

For it to thoe shalle do gret ese, im 

That he may wite thou trust hym soo 
Bothe of thi wele and of thi woo. 

, And if his herte to love be sett, 

His companye is myche the bett, * 

For resoun wole he shewe to thee 
Alle uttirly his pryvytd, 

And what she is he loveth so 
To thee pleynly he shal undo, 

Withoute drede of ony shame, 

Bothe telle hir renoun and hir name. 2m 
Thanne shalle he forther ferre and nere 
And namely to thi lady dere. 

In syker wise, yee, every other 
bhalle helpen as his owne brother. 

In trouthe withoute doublenesse, ’M 

And kepen cloos in sikemesse. i 

For it is noble thing in faye, 

To have a man thou d&rst $aye 
Thy pryve eounselle every deelle 
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That clepid is Swete-lokyng, 

The whiche may noon ese do, 

Whanne thon art fer thy lady fro; 

^Vherfore thou prese alwey to be 
[n place, where thou maist hir see. 2900 
Tot it is thyng most amerous, 
kfost delytable and faverous, 

?or to a-swage a mannes sorowe, 

['o sene his lady by the morwe. 

?or it is a fulle noble thing 
Vhanne thyne eyen have metyng 
Vith that relike precious, 

Vherof they be so desirous, 
tut al day after, soth it is, 

They have no drede to faren amysse, 2910 
'hey dreden neither wyndo ne reyne, 
fe noon other maner peyne. 

'or whanne thyne eyen were thus in blisse, 
"it of hir curtesie, ywysse, 

.lloone they can not have her ioye, 


ut to the herte they conveye, 

‘arte of her blisse; to hym thou sende, 
f alle this harme to make an ende. 
he eye is a good messangere, 

Hiich can to the herte in such manere 2220 
idyngis sende, that he hath sene 
0 voide hym of his peynes clone. 

"herof the herte rejoiseth $00 
hat a gret partye of his wen . 

; voided, and putte awef to flight, 
ight as the derknesse of the nyght 
j chased with clerenesse of the mone,"* 
ight;-se i$ -al.his woo fulle $oone . ‘ : 
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Devoided clene, whanne that the sight 
Biholden may that freshe wight 29 ; 

That the herte desireth soo, 

That al his derknesse is a-goo; 

’For thanne the herte is alle at ese, 

Whanne they sene that may hem plese. 

‘ Now have I declared thee alle oute, 

Of that thou were in drede and doute; 

For I have tolde thee feithfully, 

What thee may curen utterly, 

And alle lovers that wole be 

Feithfulle, and fulle of stability. 294 

Good-hope alwey kepe bi thi side, 

And Swete-thought make eke abide, 
Swete-lokyng and Swete-speche, 

Of alle thyne harmes thei shalle be leche. 

Of every thou shalt have gret plesaunce, 

If thou canst bide in suffraunce, 


And serve wel withoute feyntise, 

Thou shalt be quyte of thyne emprise, 
With more guerdoun, if that thou lyve } 
But alle this tyme this I thee yeve.’ 

The God of Love, whanne al the day, 
Had de taught me, as ye have herd say. 
And enfourmed compendiously, 

He vanyshide awey alle sodeynly, 

And I alloone lefte alle soole, 


; , - ; So fulle of compleynt and of doole, 

^ ^ sawe no man tbere me b y* 

A j \ woundes me grevede wondirly; 

no thyng I fcnewe, 
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Of other comfort knewe I nought. 

But it were thorugh the God of Love, 
I knew not elles to my bihove 
That myghttf me ease or comfort gete, 
But if he wolde hym entermete. 

The roser was, withoute doute, 
I-closed with an hegge withoute, 

As ye tofom have herd me seyne ; 

As fast I bisiede, and wolde fayne 
Have passed the hay, if I myghte 
Have geten ynne by ony slights 
Unto the bothom so faire to see. 

But evere I dradde blamed to be, 

If men wolde have suspeccioun 
That I wolde of entencioun 
Have stole the roses that there were ; 
Therfore to entre I was in fere. 

But at the last, as I bithoughta 
Whether I shulde passe or noughts, 

I sawe come with a glade chere 
To me, a lusty baehelere, 

Of good stature, and of good highfr. 
And Bialacoil forsothe he highte. 

Sone he was mto Curtesie, 

And he me grauntide fulle gladly, 

The passage of the outter haye, 

And seide‘ Sir, how that yee maye 
Passe, if youre wille he, 

The freshe roser for to see. 

And yee the swete savour fele. 

Youre warrans may I be right wele, 

So thou thee kepe fro folye, 

Shalle no man do thee vylanye. 


2970 


2980 


2990 
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If I may helpe you in ought, 

I shalle not feyne, dredeth nought; 

For I am bounde to youre servise, 

Fully devoide of feyntise/ 

Thanne unto Bialacoil saide I, 

I thanke you, sir, full hertely, 3000 

And youre biheeste take at gre, 

That ye so goodly profer me ; 

To you it cometh of gret fraunchise, 

That ye me profer youre servise.’ 

Thanne aftir fully delyverly. 

Thorough the breres anoon wente I, 

Wherof encombred was the haye. 

I was wel plesed, the soth to saye, 

To se the bothom faire and swote, 

So fresbe sprange out of the rote. 8010 

And Bialacoil me servede welle, 

Whanne I so nygh me myghte fele 
Of th like bothom the swete odour, 

And so lusty hewed of colour. 

But thanne a cherle (foule hym bityde!) 
Biside the roses gan hym hyde, 

To kepe the roses of that roser, 

Of whom the name was Daunger. 

This cherle was hid there in the greves, 
Kovered with gras and with leves, 3020 
To spie and take whom that he fonde 
Unto that roser putte an bonde, 
lie was not soole, for ther was moo; 

For with hym were other twoo 
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For neither at eve ne at morwe, 

He can of no, man goode speke ; 

On many a just man doth he wreke. 3030 
Ther was a womman eke, that highta 
Shame, that, who can reken righte, 

Trespace was hir fadir name, 

Hir moder Besoun; and thus was Shame 
Brought of these ilk<? twoo. 

And yitt hadde Trespasse never adoo 
With Besoun, ne never ley hir bye, 

He was so hidous and so oughlye, 

I mene this that Trespas highte; 

But Besoun eonceyveth, of a sighte, 3040 
Shame, of that I spake afome. 

And whanne that Shame was thus borne. 

It was ordeyned, that Chastite 
Shulde of the roser lady be, 

Which, of the bothoms more and lasse. 

With sondre folk assailed was, 

That she ne wiste what to doo. 

For Venus hir assailith soo, 

That nyght and day from hir she stale 
Bothoms and roses over alle. 3050 

To Besoun thanne praieth Chastite, 

Whom Venus hath flemed over the see. 

That she hir doughter wolde hir lene, 

To kepe the roser fresh and grene. 

Anoon Besoun to Chastite 
Is folly assented that it be, 

And grauntide hir, at hir request, 

That Shame, by-cause she is honest, 

Shalle keper of the roser be. 

And thus to kepe it ther were three, 3oeo 
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That noon shulde hardy be ne bolde, 

Were he yong or were he olde 
Ageyn hir will© awey to bere 
Bothoms ne roses, that there were. 

I hadde wel spedde, hadde I not bene 
Awayted with these three, and sene. 

For Bialacoil, that was so faire, 

So gracious and so debonaire, 

Quytt hym to me fulle curteislye, 

And me to please bade that I 3070 

Shulde drawe me to the bothom nere; 

Prese in to touche the rosere 


Which bare the roses, he yaf me leve; 
This graunte ne myghte but lytel greve. 
And for he sawe it liked*? me, 

Kyght nygh the bothom pullede he 
A leef alle grene, and yaff me that, 

The whiche fulle nygh the bothom sat; 

I made of that leefe fulle queynte. 

And whanne I felte I was aqueynte 
With Bialacoil, and so pryvd, 

I wende alle at my wille hadde be, 
Thanne waxe I hardy for to telle 
To Bialacoil hou me bifelle, 

Of Love, that toke and wounded me ; 
And seide: ‘ Sir, so mote I thee, 

I may no joye have in no wise, 

Uppon no side, but it rise ; 


For sithe (if 1 shalle not feyne) 

Ih herte I have hadde so gret peyne 
and such affray, 

disserve,. 


% 

3080 


3000 
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Lever me were, that knyves kerve 
My body shulde in pecys smalle. 

Than in any wise it shulde fake, 

That ye wratthed shulde ben with me/ 

* Sey boldely thi wike/ quod he, 

‘ I nyl be wroth, if that I may, 

For nought that thou shalt to me say/ 3100 
Thanne seide I, Sir, not you displease. 

To knowen of myu gret unnese, 

In which oonly love hath me brought; 

For peynes gret, disese and thought, 

Fro day to day he doth me drye; 

Supposeth not, sir, that I lye. 

In me fyve woundes dide he make, 

The soore of whiche shalle nevere slake, 

But ye the bothom graunte me, 

Which is moost passaunt of beaute, 3110 
My lyf, my deth, and my martire, 

And tresour that I moost desire/ 

Thanne Bialacoil, affrayed alle, 

Seyde, ‘ Sir, it may not falle; 

That ye desire it may not arise. 

What! wolde ye shende me in this wise ? 

A mochel foole thanne I were, 

If I suffride you awey to here 
The freshe bothom, so faire of sight. 

For it were neither skile ne right, 3120 
Of the roser ye broke the rynde. 

Or take the rose afora his kynde ; 

Ye are not curteys to askerc- it. 

Late it stike on the roser sitte, 

And late it growe til it amended be, 

And perfytly come to beaute, 
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I nolde not that-it pulled were, 

Fro thiZ&e roser that it here. 

To me it is so leef and deere.’ 

With that sterte oute anoon Daungere, 3130 
Out of the place wAere he was liidde. 

His malice in his chere was kidde ; 

Fulle grete he was and blak of hewe, 

Sturdy, and hidous, who-so hym knewe, 

Like sharp urchouns his here was growe, 

His eyes rede sparkling as the fire glowe, 

His nose frounced fulle kirked stoode, 

He come criande as he were woode, 

And seide, 4 Bialacoil, telle me why 
Thou bryngest hider so boolddy 3140 

Hym that so nygh cam the roser? 

Thou worchist in a wrong maner; 

He thenkith to dishonoure thee, 

Thou art wel worthy to have maugree, 

To late hym of the roser wite; * 

Who serveth a feloun is yvel quitte. 

Thou woldist have doon gret bountd, 

And he with shame wolde quyte thee. 

Fie hennes felowe ! I rede thee goo ! 

It wanteth litel I wole thee sloo ; uso 

For Bialacoil ne knewe thee nought, 


Whanne thee to serve he sette his thought j 
For thou wolt shame hym if thou myght, u 
Bothe ageynes resoun and right. 


I wole no more in thee aifye, 

That comest so slyghly for tespye ;, 
: $dr: wonder welle, 

cfeelle. 
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For th iUce cherl he was so wode; 3ieo 

So gan he threte and manace, 

And thurgh the haye he dide me ehaee. 

For feer of hym I tremblyde and quoke, 

So cherlishly his heed it shoke; 

And seide, if eft he mjghte me take, 

I shulde not from his hondis scape. 

Thanne Bialacoil is fledde and mate, 

And I alle soole disconsolate, 

Was left aloone in peyne and thought, 

For shame to deth I was nygh brought. si7o 
Thanne thought I on myn highe foly, 

How that my body, utterly, 

Was yeve to peyne and to mar tire; 

And therto hadde I so gret ire, 

That I ne durste the hayes passe; 

There was noon hope, there was no grace. 

I trowe nevere man wiste of peyne, 

But he were laced in Loves cheyne; 

Ne no man wiste, and sooth it is, 

But if he love, what anger is. siso 

Love holdith his heest to me right wele, 
Whanne peyne he seide I shulde fele. 

Noon herte may thenke, ne tunge seyne, 

A quarter of my woo and peyne. 

X myghte not with the anger laste; 

Myn herte in poynt was for to barste, 
Whanne I thought on the rose, that soo 
That was thurgh Daunger east the froo. 

A longe while stode I in that state, 

Til that me saugh so madde and mate siao 
The lady of the highe warde, 

Which from hir tour lokide thiderward. 
x, vn H 
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Resoun men elepe that lady, 

Which from hir tour delyverly, 

Come doun to me without^ more. 

But she was neither yong, ne hoore, 

Ne high ne lowe, ne fat ne lene, 

But best, as it were in a mene. 

Hir eyen twoo were cleer and lights 
As ony candelle that brenneth bright^ ; 3200 
And on hir heed she hadde a crowne. 

Hir semede wel an high persoune; 

For rounde enviroun hir crownet 
Was fulle of riche stonys frett. 

Hir goodly semblaunt, by devys, 

I trowe were maad in paradys; 

For nature hadde nevere such a grace, 

To forge a werk of such compace. 

For certeyn, but-if the letter lye, 

God hym-silf, that is so high, 3210 

Made hir aftir his ymage, 

And yaff hir sith sich avauntage, 

That she hath myght and seignurie 
To kepe men from alle folye ■ 

Who-so wole trowe hir lore, 

Ne may offenden nevermore. * 

And while I stode thus derk and pale, 
Resoun bigan to me hir tale, 

She seide: ‘ Alhayle, my swete freende! 

Foly and childhoods wole thee sheende, mo 
Which ye have putt in gret affray; 

' . Thou- hast bought deere the tyme of May, 
v That made thyn herte mery to be. 

■ : '.timtiat to see 
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Bare the keye, and was maistresse 
Whanne thou yedest in the daunee 
With hir, and hadde a-queyntaunce: 

Hir aqueyntaunce is perilous, 

First softe, and aftir noious ; 3230 

She hath the trasshed, withoute wene; 

The God of Love hadde the not sene, 

Ne hadde Ydilnesse thee conveyed 
In the verger where Myrthe hym pleyed. 

If Foly have supprised thee, 

Do so that it recovered be; 

And be wel ware to take nomore 
Counsel, that greveth aftir sore; 

He is wise that wole hym silf chastise. 

And though a yong man in ony wise 3240 
Trespace amonge, and do foly, 

Late hym not tarye, but hastily 
Late hym amende what so be mys. 

And eke I counseile thee, iwys, 

The god of love hoolly foryete, 

That hath thee in sich peyne sette, 

And thee in herte tourmented soo. 

I can not sene how thou maist goo 
Other weyes to garisoun ; 

For Daunger, that is so feloun, 3250 

FeUy purposith thee to werye. 

Which is ful cruel the soth to seye. 

c And yitt of Daunger eometh no blame. 

In rewaxde of my doughter Shame, 

Which hath the roses in hir ward©, 

As she that may be no musarde. 

And Wikked-tunge is with these two, 

That suffrith no man thider goo; 
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For er a thing be do he shalle, 

Where that he eometh, over alle,* 3260 

In fourty places, if it be sought, 

Seye thyng that nevere was don ne wrought,* 
So moehe tresoun is in his male, 

Of falsnesse for to seyne a tale. 

Thou delest with angry folk, ywis; 

Wherfore to thee bettir it is, 

From th UJcq folk awey to fare, 

For they wole make thee lyve in care. 

This is the yvelle that love they calle, 
Wherynne ther is but foly alle, 3270 

For love is foly everydelle; 

Who loveth, in no wise may do welle, 

Ne sette his thought on no good werk. 

His scole he lesith, if he be a clerk 5 
Or other craft eke, if he be, 

He shal not thryve therynne; for he 
In love shal have more passioun, 

Than monke, hermyte, or ehanoun. 

The peyne is hard out of mesure, 

The joye may eke no while endure ; 3280 

And in the possessioun, 

Is myche tribulacioun; 


The joye it is so short lastyng, 
And but in happe is the getyng ; 
For I see there many in travaille, 
That atte laste foule fayle. 

.1 was no thyng thi counseled 


Wkanne thou were maad the omager 
^f ^^ .pf iiOve to. hastily; 

but not sage, 
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IThanne thou were brought in sich arrage, 

'o yelde thee so redily, 

.nd to Love of his grete maistrie. 

* I rede thee Love awey to dryve, 
hat makith thee reeche not of thi lyve. 
he foly more fro day to day 
lal growe, but thou it putte away, 
ike with thy teeth the bridel faste, 

) daunte thyne herte; and eke thee caste, ssoo 

' that thou maist, to gete thee defence 

>r to redresse thi first offence. 

ho-so his herte alwey wole leve, 

tal fynde amonge that shal hym greve/ 

Whanne I hir herde thus me chastise, 

inswerd in ful angry wise. 

prayed hir ceessen of hir speche, 

Lther to chastise me or teche, 
bidde me my thought refreyne, 3309 

lich Love hath caught in his demeyne:— 

Tiat ! wene ye love wole consents,■ 
at me assailith with bowe bente, 
drawe myne herte out of his honde, 
lich is so qwikly in his bonde ? 
at ye oounseyle, may nevere be; 

' whanne he firste arestide me, 
took myne herte so hoole hym tille, 
at it is no thyng at my wille; 
thought it so hym for to obey, 
it he it sparrede with a key. 3320 

ray yow late me be alle stille, 
ye may welle, if that ye wille, 
ire wordis waste in idilnesse; 
utterly withouten gesse, 
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Alle that ye seyn is but in veyne. 

Me were lever dye in the peyne, 

Than Love to me ward shulde arette 
Falsheed, or tresoun on me sette. 

I wole me gete prys or blame, 

And love trewe to save my name; 3330 

Who that me chastisith, I hym hate/ 

With that word Eesoun wente hir gate, 
Whanne she saugh for no sermonynge 
She myghttf me fro my foly brynge. 

Thanne dismaied, I, lefte alle sool, 

.Forwery, for-wandred as a fool, 

For I ne knew© no cherisaunee, 

Thanne felle into my remembraunce, 

How Love bade me to purvey© 

A felowe, to whom I myghte seye 3340 

My counselle and my pryvetd, 

For that shulde moche availe me. 

WJth that bithought I me, that I 
Hadd© a felowe fasts by, 

Trewe and siker, curteys, and hende, 

And he was called by name a freende; 

A trewer felowe was no-wher noon. 

In haste to hym I wente anoon, 

And to hym alle my woo X tolde, 

Fro hym right nought I wolds witholde. 3350 
I tolde hym alle without© were. 

And made my compleynt on Daungere. 

How for to see he was hidous, 

And to m e-ward contrarious; 

^hielie bis eraelt^, ; ■* 
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Withynne the gardeyn walke and pley, 

Fro me he made hym for to go, 

And I hilefte "aloone in woo ; 8S60 

I durste no longer with hym speke, 

For Daunger seide he woide be wreke, 
Whanne than he sawe how I wente, 

The freshe bothom for to hente, 

If I were hardy to come neer, 

Bitwene the hay and the roser. 

This freend whanne he wiste of my thought, 
He discomforted^ me right nought, 

But seide, * Felowe, be not so madde, 

Ne so abaysshed nor bystadde. 3370 

My silf I knowe fulle welle Daungere, 

And how he is feers of his cheere, 

At prime temps, Love to manace ; 

Ful ofte I have ben in his caas. 

A feloun firste though that he be, 

Aftir thou shalt hym souple se. 

Of longe passed I knewe hym welle ; 
Ungoodly first though men hym feele, . 

He wole meke aftir in his beryng 
Been, for service and obeyssyhng. asso 

I shal thee telle what thou shalt doo*:— 
Mekely I rede thou go hym to, 

Of herte pray hym specialy 
Of thy trespace to have mercy, 

And hote hym welle, here to plese, 

That thou shalt nevermore hym displese. 

Who can best serve of flaterie, 

Shall© please Daunger most uttirly/ 

Mi freend hath seid to me so wel, 

That he me esid hath somdelle, 3390 
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And eke aUegged of my torment; 

Tor thurgh hym had I harderaent 
Agayn to Daunger for to go/ 

To preve if I myghte meke hym boo. 

To Daunger came I alle ashamed, 

The which aforn me hadde blamed, 

Desiryng for to pese my woo ; 

But over hegge durst I not goo, 

For he forbede me the passage. 

I fonde hym cruel in his rage, 3400 

And in his honde a gret burdoun. 

To hym I knelide lowe a-doun, 

Ful meke of port, and symple of chere, 

And seide, c sir, I am comen heere 
Oonly to aske of you mercy. 

That greveth me fulle gretely 
That evere my lyf I wratthedc you, 

But for to amenden I am come now; 

With alle my myght, bothe loude and stille, 

To doon right at youre owne wille ; $no 

Fox Love made me for to doo 
That I have trespassed hidirto ; 

Fro whom I ne may withdrawe myne herte; 
Yit shalle 7 never, for joy ne smerte, 

What so bifalle good or idle, 

Offende more ageyn youre wille. 

Lever I have endure disese, 

Than do that you shulde displese. 

I you require, and pray that ye 
Of me have mercy and pitee, 3420 

that greveth soo, 
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If I trespasse in ony thyng; 

Save that, I pray thee, graunte me 
A thyng that may not warned be; 

That I may love alle oonly, 

Noon other thyng of you aske I. 

I shalle doon elles welle iwys, 

If of youre grace ye graunte me this. 3430 
And ye ne may not letten me, 

For wel wot ye that love is free, 

And I shalle loven sichen that I wille, 

Who evere like it welle or ille; 

And yit ne wold I for alle Fraunee 
Do thyng to do you displesaunce/ 

Thanne Daunger fille in his entent 
For to foryeve his male-talent; 

But alle his wratthe yit at te laste 
He hath relesed, I preyde so fast©: 3440 

* Shortly/ he seide, f thy request 
Is not to mochel dishonest; 

Ne I wole not wernen it thee, 

For jut no thyng engreveth me. 

For though thou love thus evermore, 

To me is neither softe ne soore. 

Love where that the list ,* what recchith me, 
So thou fer fro my roses be ? 

Trust not on me for noon assay, 

In ony tyme to passe the hay/ 3450 

Thus hath he graunted my praiere. 

Thanne wente I forth withouten were 
Unto my freend, and tolde hym alle, 

Which was right joyfulle of my talle. 

He seide, ‘ Now goth wel thyn affere, 

He shalle to thee be debonaire. 
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Though he afom was dispitous, 

He shalle heere-aftir be gracious. 

If he were touchid on somme good veyne. 

He shuldtf yit rewen on thi peyne. 3460 
Sufire, I rede, and no boost make, 

Tille thou at goodies maist hym take. 

By sufFeraunce, and wordis softe, 

A man may overcomes ofte 
Hym that aforn he hadde in drede, 

In bookis sothly as I rede.’ 

Thus hath my freend with gret comfort 
Avauneed me with high disport, 

Which wolde me good as mych as I. 

And thanne anoon full© sodeynly 3470 

I toke my leve, and streight I wente 
Unto the hay; for gret talents 
I hadde to sene the freshs bothom, 

Wherynne lay my salvacioun; 

And Daunger toke kepe, if that I 
Kepe hym covenaunt trewely. 

So sore I dradde his manasyng, 

I durste not breke his biddyng; 

For lest that I were of hym shent, 

I brake not his comaundement, 3430 

For to purchase his good wille. 

It was hard for to come ther-tille. 

His mercy was to ferre bihynde ; 

I wepte, for I ne myght it fynde.- 
I eompleyned and sighede sore, 

And langwisshed ever more, 
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That he had<& knowlege certeinly, 3490 
Thanne Love me ladde in sich a wise, 

That in me ther was no feyntise, 

Falsheed, ne no trecherie. 

And yit he, fnlle of vylanye, 

Of disdeyne and of cruelte, 

On me ne wolde have pitd, 

His cruel wille for to refreyne, 

Thou gh I wepe alwey, and me compleyne. 

And while I was in this torment, 

Were come of grace, by God sent, 3500 

Fraunchise, and with hir Pitd, 

Fulfdd the bothom of bounte. 

They go to Daunger anoon right 
To forther me with alle her myght, 

And helpe in worde and ek in dede, 

For welle they saugh that it was nede. 

First of hir grace dame Fraunchise 
Hath taken of this emprise : 

She seide, * Daunger, gret wrong ye do 
To worche this man so myche woo, 3510 
Or pynen hym so angerly, 

It is to you gret villanye. * 

I can not see why ne how 
That he hath trespassed ageyn you, 

Save that he loveth; wherfore ye shulde 
The more in cheretd of hym holde. 

The force of love makith hym do this; 

Who wolde hym blame he dide amys ? 

He leseth more than ye may do ; 

His peyne is harde, ye may see, lo! mo 
And Love in no wise wolde consent© 
fhat he have power to repent©; 
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For though that quyk ye wolde hym sloo, 
Fro Love his herte may not goo. 

Now, swete sir, is it youre ese 
Hym forto angre or disese ? 

Allas, what may it you avaunce 
To done to hym so gret grevaunce ? 

What worship is it agayn hym take, 

Or on youre man a werre make, 3530 

- Sith he so lowly every wise 
Is redy, as ye luste devise ? 

If Love hath caught hym in his lace, 

You for to beye in every caas, 

And ben youre suget at youre wille, 

Shuldc ye therfore willen hym ille ? 

Ye shulde hym spare more alle oute. 

Than hym that is bothe proude and stoute. 
Curtesie wole that ye socour 
Hem that ben meke undir youre cure. 3540 
His herte is hard that wole not meke, 
Whanne men of mekenesse hym biseke/ 

‘ That is certeyn/ seide Pxtd; 

‘ We se ofte that humility, 

Bothe ire, and also felonye 
Yenquyssheth, and also maleneolye ; * 

To stonde forth in such duresse 
Is cruelty and wikkidnesse. 

Wherfore I pray you, sir Daungere, 

For to mayntene no longer heere S550 

Such cruel werre agayn youre man, 

A#'boolly youres as ever he can; 

■V _• .-.' e that ye, worsen no more woo 
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But putte hym hoolly in youre grace. 
His offense ne was but lit©; 

The God of Love it was to wite. 

That he youre thralle so gretly is, 

And if ye harm© hym, ye done amys; 
For he hath hadde full© hard penaunce, 
Sith that ye refte hym thaqueyntaunee 
Of Bialacoil, his mostc joye, 

Which alle hise peynes myght acoye. 

He was bifom anoyed sore, 

But thanne ye doubled hym welle more; 
For he of bhs hath ben fulle bare, 

Sith Bialacoil was fro hym fare. 

Love Lath to hym do gret distress©, 

He hath no nede of more duresse. 
Yoideth from hym your ire, I rede; 

Ye may not wynnen in this dede. 
Makith Bialacoil repeire ageyn, 

And haveth pitd upon his peyne; 

For Fraunchise wole, and I Pite, 

That mercyful to hym ye be; 

And sith that she and I accorde. 

Have upon hym misericords; 

For I you pray, and eke moneste, 
Nought to refusen oure requests; 

For he is hard and felle of thought, 

That for us twoo wole do right nought/ 
Daunger ne myghte no more endure, 
He mekede hym unto mesure. 

* I wole in no wise/ seith Daungere, 

‘ Denye that ye have asked heere; 

It were to gret uncurtesie. 

I wole ye have the company© 


3560 


3570 


3580 
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Of Bialacoil, as ye devise; 

I wole hym lette in no wise/ 

To Bialacoil thanne wente in hig] 
Fraunchise, and seide fulle eurteisly 
£ Ye have to longe be deignous 
Unto this lover, and daungerous, 

[Fro hym to withdraws your presen< 
Whyehe hath do to hym great ofFenc 
That ye not wolde upon hym se ; 
Wherfore a soroueful man is he. 
Shape ye to paye hym, and to please 
Of my love yf ye wol have ease. 
Fulfyl his wyl, sythe that ye hnowe 
Daunger is daunted and brought low< 
Through helpe of me and of Pytd ; 
You dare no more aferde be/ 

‘ I ahal do right as ye wylk/ 

Saythe Bialacoil, ' for it is skylle, 
Sythe Daunger wol that it so be. ? 
Than Fraunchyse hath hym sent to m< 
Byalacoil at the begynnyng 
Saluede me in his commyng. 

No straungenesse was in him sene, 

No more than he ne ha dde wrathed be: 
As fayre semblaunt than shewed he me 
And goodly, as afome dyd he ; 

And by the honde, without^ doute, 
Wythm the haye ryght al about*?, 
kdde me, with right good chore. 
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Fro helle unto paradyse. 

Thus Bialacoil of gentylnesse 
With al his payne and besynesse, 

Hathe shewed me onely of grace 
The estres of the swote place., 

I sawe the rose whan I was nygh, 

Was greatter woxen, and more high, 

Fresshe, roddy, and fayre of hewe, 

Of coloure ever yliche newe. 3630 

And whan I hadde it longe sene, 

I sawe that through the leves grene 
The rose spredde to spannyshinge ; 

To sene it was a goodly thynge. 

But it ne was so sprede on brede, 

That men withyn myghte knowe the sede; 

For it covert was and close 

Bothe with the leves and with the rose. 

The stalke was even and grene upright, 

It was theron a goodly syght; 3640 

And wel the better withoute wene, 

For the seede was nat i-sene. 

Ful fayre it spradde, the god of blesse! 

For suche another, as I gesse, 
iforne ne was, ne more vermayle. 

[ was abawed for marveyle, 

For ever the fayrer that it was, 

The more I am bounden in Loves laas. 

Longe, I abode there, sothe to saye, 

?yl Bialacoil I ganne to praye, sedo 

Vhan that I sawe him in no wyse 

'o me warnen his servyse, 

liat he me wolde graunt a thynge, 

rhiche to remembre is wel syttynge; 
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This is to sayne, that of his grace 
He wolde me yeve leysar and space 
To me that was so desyrous 
To have a kyssynge precious 
Of thiZ&e goodly freshe rose, 

That so swetely smelleth in my nose; 
‘ For if it you displeasede nought, 

X wolde gladly, as I have sought, 

Have a cosse therof freely. 

Of your yefte; for certainly 
I wol none have but by your leve, 

So lothe me were you for to greve/ 
He sayde, £ Frend, so God me spede, 
Of Chastity I have such drede, 

Thou shuldest nat warned be for me. 
But I dare nat for Chastytd. 

Agayne her dare I nat mysd< 5 . 

For always byddeth she me so 
To yeve no lover leave to kysse ; 

For who therto maye wynnen, ywisse, 
He of the surplus of the praye 
May lyve in hoope to gette some daye. 
For who-so kyssynge may attayne, . 
Of loves payne hath, sothe to sayne, 
The best and most avenaunt.’ 

And ernest of the remenaunt.’ 

Of hys answers I sighecb sore; 




V X durst assaye him tho no more, 

I hadde suche drede to greve hym aye* 
,A, 3 nan shuldo nat to moche assaye 
..©C:.iapteasure,- 
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Ne maye nat fele downe an oke; 

Nor of the reysyns have the wyne, 

Tyl grapes be rype and wel afyne,] 3590 
Be sore empressid, I you ensure, 

And drawen out of the pressure. 

But I forpeyned wonder stronge, 

Though that I aboode right longe 
Aftir the kis, in peyne and woo, 

Sith I to kis desired^ soo: 

Tille that, rewyng on my distresse, 

Ther come Venus the goddesse, 

Which ay werieth Chastite, 

Came of hir grace to socoure me, 3700 

Whos myght is kpowe ferre and wide, 

For she is modir of Cupide, 

The God of Love, blynde as stoon, 

That helpith lovers many oon. 

This lady brought in hir right honde 
Of brennyng fyre a blasyng bronde; 

Wherof the flawme and hoote fire 
Hath many a lady in desire 
Of love brought, and sore hette, 

And in hir servise her herte i-sette. sng 
This lady was of good entaile, 

Bight wondirfuHe of apparayle; 

Bi hir atyre so bright and shene, 

Men myghte pereeyve well©, and sene, 

She was not of rehgioun. 

Nor I nelle make meneioun 
Nor of robe, nor of tresour, 

Of broche, neithir of hir riche attour ; 

Ne of hir girdille aboute hir side, 

For that I nylle not longe abide, 
n. vi. 1 ^ 


3720 
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But knowith wel, that certeynly 
She was araied richely. 

Devoyde of pruyde certeyn she was; 
To Bialacoil she wente apas, 

And to hym shortly in a clause 
She seide : * Sir, what is the cause 
Ye hen of port so daungerous 
Unto this lover, and deynous. 

To graunte hym no thyng but a kiss( 
To worne it hym ye done amysse, 
Sith welle ye wote, how that he 
Is Loves servaunt, as ye may see, 
And hath beautd, wherethrough he is 
Worthy of love to have the blis. 

How he is semely biholde and see. 
How he is faire, how he is free, 

How he is swoote and debonaire. 

Of age yonge, lusty, and faire. 

Ther is no lady so hawteyne, 

Duehesse, ne countesse, ne ehasteleym 
That I nolde holde hir ungoodly, 

For to refuse hym outterly. 

His hreth is also good and swete, 

And eke his Jippis rody, and mete 
Oonly to pleyne, and to kisse. 

Orannte hym a kis, of gentilnysse! 

Hk teth arn also white and elene; 

Me thenkith wrong withouten wene, 
if ye now worne hyin, trustith me, * 
graunte that a kis have he: 

ye haste, 
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That Yenus brought in hir right honde, 
Hadde Bialaeoil with hete smete, 

Anoon he bade me, withouten lette, 
Grauntede to me the rose kisse. 

Thanne of my peyne I gan to lyase, 

And to the rose anoon wente I 

And kisside it fulle faithfully. 3760 

Thar no man aske if I was blithe; 

Whanne the savour soft and lythe 
Stroke, to myn herte withoute more, 

And me alegged of my sore, 

So was I fulle of joye and blisse. 

It is faire sich. a flour to kisse, 

It was so swoote and faverous. 

I myght not be so angwisshous, 

That I mote glad and joly be, 

Whanne that I remembre me. 3770 

Yit ever among, sothly to seyne, 

I suflre noye and moche peyne. 

The see may never be so stifle, 

That with a litel wynde it wifle 
Overwhelms and tume also, 

As it were woods, in wawis goo, 

Aftir the oalme the trouble soune 
Mote folowe, mi ehaunge as the moone. 

Right eo ferith Lowe, that aelde in oon 
HoMitfc Ms mker; for right mom stso 
Whanne theyty,iea6'wm& bests to lyre, 

They ben wfth tempest afle for-dxyve. 

Who serveth Love, can tefle of woo. 

The stonndemele joie mote overgoo. 

Now he hurteth, and rtow he cureth, 

For selde in 00 poynt Love end ore th, 
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Now is it right me to procede, 

How Shame gan medle and take hede, 
Thurgh whom fele angres I have hadde ; 
And how the stronge walle was maad, 3790 
And the castelle of brede and lengths, 

That God of Love wanne with his strength©, 
Alle this in romance will© I sette, 

And for no thyng ne wille I lette, 

So that it lykyng to hir be, 

That is the flour of beauty • 

For she may best my labour quyte, 

That I for hir love shal endite. 

Wikkid-tunge, that the covyne 
Of every lover can devyne 3300 

Worst©, and addith more somdelle, 

For Wikkid-tunge seith never welle, 

To meward bare he right gret hate, 

Espiyng me erly and late, 

Tille he hath sene the grete chore 
Of Bialacoil and me ifeere. 

He myghte not his tunge withstand© 

Worse to reporte than he fonde, 

He was so full© of cursed rage; 

It satte hym well© of his lynage, ssio 

For hym an Irish womman bare. 

His tunge was fyled sharpe, and square, 
Poignaunt and right kervyng, • 

And wonder bitter in spekyng. 

For whanne that he me gan espie, 

He swoore, affermyng sikirlye. 
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That he awakide Jelousye ; 3820 

Which alle afrayed in his risyng, 

Whanne that he herds janglyng, 

He ran anoon as he were woode 
To Bialacoil there that he stode ; 

Which hadde lever in this caas 
Have ben at Reynes or Amyas; 

For foot-hoot in his felonye, 

To hym thus seide Jelousie:— 

* Why hast thou ben so necligent, 

To kepen, whanne I was absent, 3 sso 

This verger heere left in thi warde ? 

To me thou haddist no rewarde, 

To truste (to thy confusioun) 

Hym this, to whom suspeccioun 
I have right gret, for it is nede; 

It is welle shewed by the dede. 

Grete faute in thee now have I founde ; 

By God, anoon thou shalt be bounde, 

And fasts loken in a tour, 

Withoute refuyt or socour. 3840 

For Shame to longe hath be thee froo ; 

Over soone she was a-goo. 

Whanne thou hast lost bothe drede and feere, 
It semede wel she was not heere. 

She ne was bisy in no wyse, 

To kepe thee and chastise. 

And for to helpen Chastite 
To kepe the roser, as thenkith me. 

For thanne this boy knave so booldely, 

Ne shulde not have be hardy 38§o 

In this verge hadde such game, 

Which now me turneth to gret shame/ 
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Bialacoil nyst? what to seye ; 

Fulle fayn he wolde have fled aweye, 

For feere han hidde, nere that he 
Alle sodeynly toke hym with me. 

And whajme I saugh he hadde soo, 

This Jelousie take us twoo, 

I was a-stoned, and knewe no rede, 

But fledde awey for verrey drede. 

Thanne Shame cam forth fulle symply; 
She wente have trespaeed fulle gretly; 
Humble of hir port, and made it symple, 
Weryng a fayle in-stide of wymple, 

As nonnys don in her abbey. 

By-cause hir herte was in affray, 

She gan to speke withynne a throw© 

To Jelousie, right wonder lowe. 

First of his grace she bysoughte 
And seide :— e Sire, ne leveth nought© 
Wikkid-tunge, that fals espie, 

Which is so glad to feyne and lye. 

He hath you maad, thurgh flateryng, 

On Bialacoil a fals lesyng. 

His falsnesse is not now a-newe, 

It is to long that he hym knewe. 

This is not the first? day; 

For Wikkid-tunge hath custome ay, 

Yonge folkis to be-Wreye, 

And false lesynges on hem lye. 

Yit nervertheles 1 see among©, 

Tlat the lc^ne it is so long© 


3860 


3870 


3880 
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That he hath no thjng with to doo ; 

But in sothnesse I trowe nought, 

That Bialacoil hadde ever in thought 
To do trespace or vyloDye; 

But for his modir Curtesie 
Hath taught hym ever for to be 
Good of aqueyntaunee and pryve, 

For he loveth noon hevynesse, 

But mirthe and pley, and alle gladness©; 
He hateth alle trechorus, 

Soleyn folk and envyous ; 

For ye witen how that he 
Wole ever glad and joyfulle be 
Honestly with folk to pleye. 

I have be negligent in good feye 
To chastise hym; therfore now I 
Of herte crye you heere mercy, 

That I have been so recheles 
To tamen hym, withouten lees. 

Of my foly I me repente; 

Now wole I hoole sette myn entente 
To kepe bothe lowe and stille, 

Bialacoil to do youre wille.’ 

‘ Shame, Shame/ seyde Jelousie, 

‘ To be bytrasshed gret drede have I. 
Leccherie hath clombe so hye. 

That almoost blered is myn yhe ; 

No wonder is, if that drede have I. 
Over-alle regnyth Lecchery, 

Whos myght growith nyght and day. 
Bothe in cloistre and in abbey, 

Chastitd is worried over-alle. 

Therfore I wole with eiker walle 
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Close bothe roses and roser. 

I have to longe in this maner 392 

Left hem unclosid wilfully; 

Wherfore I am right inwardly 
Sorowfulle and repente me. 

But now they shalle no lenger be 
Unclosid; and yit I drede sore, 

I shalle repente ferthermore, 

For the game goth alle amys. 

Counselle I must newe, ywys 
I have to longe tristed thee. 

But now it shal no lenger be; 3930 

For he may best, in every cost, 

Disceyve that men tristen most. 

I see wel that I am nygh shent, 

But-if I sette my fulle entent 
Remedye to purveys. 

Therfore close I shalle the weye,' 

Fro hem that wole the rose espie, 

And come to wayte me vilonye; 

For, in good feith and in trouthe, 

I wole not lette for no slouthe, 3940 

To lyve the more in sikirnesse, 

Do make anoon a fortresse, 

Thanne close the roses of good savour. 

In myddis shalle I make a tour 
To putte Bialacoil in prisoun. 

JFor evere I drede ine of tresoun. 

I trowe I shal hym kepeaoo, . 
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Aforn, and founde in hym good chere, 

Which han assailed hym to shende. 

And with her trowandyse to blynde. 

A foole is eythe to bigyle, 

But may I lyre a litel while, 

He shal forthenke his fair semblaunt/ 

And with that word came Drede avaunt, 
Which was abasshed, and in gret fere, 

Whanne he wiste Jelousie was there. 3960 
He was for drede in sich affray, 

That not a word he durste say, 

But quakyng stode fulle stille aloone, 

Til Jelousie his weye was gone, 

Save Shame, that hiw not forsoke; 

Bothe Drede and she ful sore quoke. 

That at te laste Drede abreyde, 

4 nd to his cosyn Shame seide: 

: Shame/ he seide, * in sothfastnesse, 

To me it is gret hevynesse, 3970 

That the noyse so ferre is go, 

And th like sclaundre of us twoo. 

But sithe that it is byfalle, 

We may it not ageyn calle, 
tVhanne onys sprongen is a fame. 

For many a yeer withouten blame 
We han ben, and many a day, 

For many an Aprille and many a May 
We hani-passed, not shamed, 

Fill© Jelousie hath us blamed asso 

)f mystrust and suspecioun 
lauseles, without© enchesoun, 

Jo we to Daunger hastily, 
ind late us shewe hym openly. 
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That he hath not aright i-wrought, 

Whanne that he sette nought his thought 
To kepe better the purprise; 

In his doyng he is not wise. 

He hath to us i-do gret wronge, 

That hath i-suffred now so longe 3990 

Bialacoil to have his wille, 

AUe his lustes to fulfills. 

He must amende it utterly. 

Or ellys shalle he vilaynesly 
Exiled be out of this londe; 

For he the werre may not withstonde 
Of Jtelousie, nor the greef, 

Sith Bialacoil is at myscheef/ 

To Daunger, Shame, and Drede anoon 
The rights weyes ben agoon. 4000 

The cherle thei founden hem aforn 
Liggyng undir an hawethom. 

Undir his heed no pilowe was, 

But in the stede a trusse of gras. 

He slombred, and a nappe he toke, 

Tylle Shame pitously hym shoke, 

And grete manace on hym gan make. 
f Why slepist thou whanne thou shulde wake^ 
Quod Shame; c thou doist us vylanye 1 
Who tristith thee, he doth folye, 4010 

To kepe roses or bothoms, 

Whanne thei ben faire in her sesouns. 
art woxe to f&i&iliere 

P : 'W%iere thou shulde straunge of chere. 
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The yonder man to shenden us alle. 

Though that thou slepe, we may here 
Of Jelousie grete noyse heere. 4020 

Art thou now late ? ' rise up an high, 

And stoppe sone and delyverly 
Alle the gappis of the hay; 

Do no favour I thee pray. 

It fallith no thyng to thy name, 

To make faire semblaunt, where thou maist blame. 

‘ Yf Bialaeoil be sweete and free, 

Dogged and felle thou shuldist be; 

Froward and outerageous, ywis; 

A cherl chaungeth that curteis is. « 4030 

This have I herd ofte in seiyng, 

That man ne may for no dauntyng 
Make a sperhauke of a bosarde. 

Alle men wole holde thee for musarde, 

That debonair have founden thee, 

It sittith thee nought curteis to be; 

To do men plesaunee or servise. 

In thee it is recreaundise. 

Lete thi werkis. fer and nere 

Be like thi name, which is Daungere/ 4040 

Thanne alle abawid in shewing, 

Anoon spake Drede, right thus seiyng, 

And seide, 4 Daun^er, I drede me, 

That thou ne wolt bisy be 
To kepe that thou hast to kepe; , 

Whanne thou shuldist wake, thou art a-slepe. 
Thou shalt be greved eerteyhly, 

If the aspie Jelousie, 

Or if he fynde, thee in blame. 

He hath to day assailed Shame, 4050 
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And chased a-wey, with gret manaee, 
Bialacoil oute of this place, 

And swereth shortly that he shalle 
Enclose hym in a sturdy walle; 

And alle is for thi wikkednesse, 

For that thee faileth straungenesse. 

Thyne herte I trowe be failed alle,* 

Thou shalt repente in speeialle, 

If Jelonsie the soothe knewe; 

Thou shalt forthenke, and sore rewe.’ 
With that the cherl his clubbe gan shake, 
Frounyng his eyen gan to make, 

And hidous chere; as man in rage 
For ire he brente in his visage, 

Whanne that he herd hym blamed soo, 

He seide, * Oute of my witte I goo; 

To be discomfyt I have gret wronge. 
Oertis, I have now lyved to longe, 

Sith I may not this closer kepe; 

Alle quykke I wolde be .dolven deepe, 

If ony man shal more repeire 
Into this gar dyne for foule or faire. 

Myne herte for ire goth a-fere, 

That I lete ony entre heere. 

I have do folie now I see, 

But now it shalle amended bee. - 
Who settith foot heere ony more. 

Truly he shalle repent© it sore • 
jd|c^. no man moo in to this place 
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Thanne slouthe shulde in me be founde. 

From hennes-forth, by nyght or day, 

I shalle defende it if I may 
Withouten ony excepcioun 
Of eeh maner condicionn; 

And if I eny man it grannte, 

Holdeth me for recreaunte.’ 4090 

Thanne Dannger on his feet gan stonde, 

And hente a burdoun in his honde. 

Wroth in his ire ne lefte he nought, 

But thurgh the verger he hath sought, 

If he myghte fynde hole or trace, 

Where thurgh that me mote forth-by pace, 

Or ony gappe, he dide it close, 

That no man myghte touche a rose 
Of thiZ&e roser alle aboute; 

He shitteth every man withoute. 4x00 

Thus day by day Daunger is wers, 

More wondirfulle and more dyvers, 

And feller eke than evere he was; 

For hym fulle ofte I synge * alias !’ 

For I ne may nought thurgh his ire 
Recovere that I moost desire. 

Myne ’herte, alias, wole brest a-twoo, 

For Bialacoil I wratthede soo. 

For certeynly in every membre 
I quoke, whanne I me remembre 4110 

Of the bothom, which I wolde 
Fulle ofte a day sene and biholde. 

And whanne I thenke upon the kisse, 

And how myche joye and blisse, 

I hadde thurgh the savour swete, 

Fpr wante of it I grone and grete. 
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Me thenkith I fele yit in my nose 
The swete savour of the rose. 

And now I woot that I mote goo 

So fer the freshg floures froo, 4ii 

To me fulle welcome were the deth; 

Absens therof, alias, me sleeth! 

For whilom with this rose, alias, 

I touched^ nose, mouth, and face; 

But now the deth I must abide. 

But Love consente another tyde, 

That onys I touche may and kisse, 

I trowe my peyne shalle never lisse. 

Theron is alle my coveitise, 

Which brentc myn herte^in many wise. 4Z30 
Now shal repairs agayn sighinge, 

Long wacche on nyghtis, and no slepinge; 
Thought in wisshing, torment and woo. 

With many a turnyng to and froo, 

That half my peyne I can not telle. 

For I am fallen into helle, 

From paradys and welthe, the more 
My turment greveth ,* more and more 
Anoieth now the bittirnesse, 

That I to-forn have felt swetnesse. ' 4140 

And Wikkid-tunge, thurgh his falshede, 
Causeth alle my woo and drede. 

On me he leieth a pitous charge, 

Bi-cause his tunge was to large. 

Now it is tyme shortly that I 
Telle you som thyng of Jalousie^ 

That was in gr$t suspe^ojin. 
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He hirede hem to make a tour. 

And first, the roses for to kepe, 

Aboute hem made he a diche deepe. 
Eight wondir large, and also broode; 
Upon the whiehe also stode 
Of squared stoon a sturdy walle, 

Which on a cragge was founded alle, 
And right grete thikkenesse eke it bare. 
Aboute it was founded square 
An hundred fademe on every side, 

It was alle liehe longe and wide. 

Lest ony tyme it were assayled, 

Ful wel aboute it was batayled; 

And rounde enviroun eke were sette 
Ful many a rime and faire tourette. 

At every comer of this walle 
Was sette a tour fulle pryncipalle; 

And everich hadde, without© fable, 

A porte-colys defensable 
To kepe of enemyes, and to greve, 

And there her force wolde preve. 

And eke amydde this purprise 
Was maad a tour of gret maistrise; 

A fairer saugh no man with sight, 

Large and wide, and of gret myghk 
They ne dredde noon assaut, 

Of gynne, gunne, nor skafi^ut. 

The temprure of the mortere 
Was maad qf lycour wonder 4 ere; 

Of quykke lyme persant&nd egre. 

The which was tempred with vynegre. 
Tire stoon was hard of ademant, 

Wherof they made the foundement. 
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The tour was rounde maad in compas ; 

In alle this world no ricoher was, 

Ne better ordeigned therwith alle. 

Aboute the tour was maad a walle, 

So that bitwixt that and the tour, 

Roses were sette of swete savour, 

With many roses that thei here. 

And eke withynne the eastelle were 4 
Spryngoldes, gunnes, and bows, archers ; 
And eke above atte corners 
Men seyn over the .walle stonde 
Grete engynes, who were nygh honde • 
And in the kernels heere and there, 

Of arblasters grete plentd were. 

Noon armure myght hef stroke withstonde 
It were foly to prece to honde. 

Withoute the diche were lystes maade, 
With walle batayled large and brade, 42 
For men and hors shulde not atteyne 
To neighe the dyche over the pleyne* 

Thus Jelousie hath enviroun 
Sette aboute his garnysoun 
With walles rounde, and diehe depe, 

Oonly the roser for to kepe, 9 

And Daunger hothe erly and late * 

The keyes hepte of the utter gate, 

The which openeth toward the eest. 

And he hadde with, hym atte leest ,4® 
Thntty servauntes eohon by name. 

mi.. 1 . j * , • 


THE ROMAUNT OF THE ROSE. 


129 


Ful many, hir wille for to doo. 

Thanne Drede hadde in hir baillie 
The kepyng of the conestablerye. 

Toward the north, I undirstonde, 

That openyde upon the lyfte honde, 4220 
The which for no thyng may be sure 
But-if she do Hr bisy cure 
Erly on morowe and also late, 

Strongly to shette and barre the gate. 

Of every thing that she may see, 

Drede is aferd, wher-so she be; 

For with a puff of litelle wynde, 

Drede is a-stonyed in hir mynde. 

Therfore, for stelyng of the rose, 

I rede hir nought the yate unclose. 4230 
A foulis flight wole make hir flee, 

And eke a shadowe if she it see. 

Thanne Wikked-tunge fulle of envye, 

With soudiours of Normandye. 

As he that eauseth alle the bate, 

Was keper of the fourthe gate, 

And also to the tother three, 

He wente fulle ofte for to see. 

Whanne his lotte was to wake a-nyghte, 

His instrumentis wolde he dighte, 

For to blow© and make spwne, 

Ofter thanne he hath enehesoun; 

And walken oft upon thuwulle. 

Comers and wikettis over alle 
Fulle narwe serehen and espe; 

Though he nought fonde, yit wolcfe he lye. 
Discordaunt ever fro armonye, 

And distoned from melodie, ' 

r OL. .TJ* K 
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Controve he wolde, and foule fayle, 

With hornepipes of Cornewaile. 

In floytes made he diseordaunce. 

And in his musyk, with myschaunce, 

He wolde seyn with notes newe, 

That he ne fonde no womman trewe, 

Ne that he saugh never in his lyf, 

Unto hir husbonde a trewe wyf; 

Ne noon so ful of honesty 
That she nyl laughe and mery be, 

Whanne that she hereth, or may espie, 

A man speken of leccherie. 4 

Everiehe of hem hath somme vice; 

Oon is dishonest, another is nyce ; 

If oon be fulle of vylanye, 

Another hath a likerous ighe; 

If oon be fulle of wontonesse, 

Another is a ehideresse. 

Thus Wikked-tunge, (God yeve him shame!) 
Gan putt hem everychone in blame; 
WIthoute dissert and causeles, 

He lieth, though they ben giltdes. 4 : 

I have pitd to sene the sorwe, 

That walketh bothe eve and morwe. 

To innocentis doith such grevaunce; 

I pray God yeve him evel chaunoe. 

That he ever so bisie jts£ 

Of ony womman to seyp anays 1 
. Eke Jelousie God coafoande I 
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Ful longe to hold© there sojonr, 

There for to 1 yven in penaunee, 

And for to do hyra more grevaunce. 
Which hath ordeyned Jelousie, 

An olde vekke for to espye 
The manor of his governaunce ; 

The whiehe devel, in hir enfaunce 
Hadde lerned of Loves arte, 

And of his pleyes toke hir parte ; 

She was except in his servise. 

She knew© eche wrenche and every gise 
Of love, and every wile, 

It was harder hir to gile. 

Of Bealacoil she toke ay hede, 

That evere he lyveth in woo and drede. 
He kepte hym koy and eke pryve, 

Lest in hym she hadde see 
Ony foly countenaunce, 

For she knewe alle the olde daunce. 

And aftir this, whanne Jelousie 
Hadde Bealacoil in his baillie. 

An shette hym up that was so fre, 

For seure of hym he wold© he, 

He trusteth sore in his castelle; 

The strong© werk hym liketh welle. 

He dradde not that no glofouns 
Shulde stele his roses or bothoms* 

The roses wen assured alia ^ 
Defenced with the strong© waJIe, 

Slow Jelousie full© wel may be 
)f drede devoid© in liberty, 

Whether that he slope or wake, 

For his roses may noon be take. 
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But I, alias, now morne shalle; 
Bi-cause I was withoute the walle, 
Fulle moche doole and moone I made. 
WHo hadde wist what woo I hadde, 

I trowe he wolde have had pite. 

Love to deere hadde soolde to me 
The good that of his love hadde I. 

I wente aboute it alle queyntely; 

But now thurgh doublyng of my peyne 
I see he wolde it selle ageyne, 

And me a newe bargeyn leere, 

The which alle oute the more is deere, 
For the solace that I have lorn, 

Thanne I hadde it never a-forn. 
Certayn I am ful like in deede 
To hym that caste in erthe his seede; 
And hath joie of the newe spryng, 
Whanne it greneth in the gynnyng, 
And is also faire and fresh of flour, 
Lusty to seen, swoote of odour. 

But er he it in his sheves shere. 

May falle a weder that shal it dere, 
And make?z it to fade and falle, 

The stalke, the greyne, and floures alle 
That to the tylyers is fordone 
The hope that he hadde to soone. 

X drede certeyn that so fare I; 

For hope and travaile sikerlye 
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Whom I ne fonde ne froward ne fell©, 

But toke a-gree alle hool my play; 

But Love is of so hard assay, 4350 

That alle at oonys he reved© me, 

Whanne I went© best aboven to have be. 

It is of Love, as of Fortune, 

That chaungeth ofte, and nyl eontune; 

Which whilom wole on folk© smyle, 

And glowmbe on hem another while; 

Now freend, now foo, thou shalt hir feele, 

For a twynklyng turne hir wheele. 

She can writhe hir heed a-wey, 

This is the concours of hir pley; iseo 

She canne arise that doth morne, 

And whirle adown, and over-turne 
Who sittith hieghst, but as hir luste; 

A foole is he that wole hir trust©. 

For it is I that am come down 
Thurgh charge and revoludoun ! 

Sith Be^lacoil mote fro me twynne, 

Shette in the ptisoun yonde withynne* 

His absence at myn herte I fele; 

For alle my joye and alle myne hele 4370 
Was in hym and in the rose, 

That but thoue wole* which hym doth dose* 
Opene, that I may hym see* 

Love nyl not that I cured be 
Of the peynes that I endure* 

Nor of my cruel aventure.. 

A* Bialacoil, myn owne deere! 

Though'thou be now a prisoner©, 

Kepe atte leste thyne herte to me, 

And sufire not, that it daunted be* .. ; 
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Ne late not Jelousie in his rage, 
Putten thine herte in no servage. 
Al-though he chastice thee withoute. 
And make thy body unto hym loute, 
Have herte as hard as dyamaunt, 
Stedefast, and nought pliaunt. 

In prisoun though thi body be 
At large kepe thyne herte free. 

A trewe herte wole not plie 
For no manaee that it may drye. 

If Jelousie doth thee payne, 

Quyte hym his while thus agayne, 

To yenge thee atte leest in thought, 
If other way thou maist nought ; 

And in this wise sotilly 
Worche, and Wynne the maistrie. 

But yit I am in gret affiray. 

Lest thou do not as I say • 

I drede thou canst me gret maugre, 
That thou enprisoned art for me ; 

But that not for my trespas, 

For thurgh me never dascovred was 
Yit thyng that ought# be secree. 

Wei more anoy is in mb. 

Than is in thee of this myschautnee y 
For I endure more harde penaunce* 
Than ony can seyn or thymke^ 

That for the sorwe almas* 

Whanne I remembro me i 
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Whanne false, thurgh hir wikkednesse, 

And traitours, that arn envyous, 

To noyen me be so eora^ious ? 

A, Bialacoil! fulle wel I see, 

That they hem shape to disceyve thee, 

To make thee buxom to her lawe, 

And with her corde thee to drawe 4420 

Where so hem lust, right at her wille; 

I drede they have thee brought thertille. 
Without© comfort, thought me sleeth; 

This game wole brynge me to my deeth. 

For if youre good wille I leese, 

I mote be deed; I may not chese. 

And if that thou foryete me, 

Myne herte shal nevere in likyng be; 

Nor elles-where fynde solace, 

If I be putt out of youre grace, 4430 

As it shal never been, I hope; 

Thanne shulde I falle in wanhope. 

Allas, in wanhope—nay, pardee ! 

For I wole never dispeired be. 

If Hope me fail©, thanne am I 
Ungracious and unworthy; 

In Hope. I wole comforted be, 

For Love, whanne he bitaught hir me, 

Seide, that Hope, where-so I goo, 

Shulde ay be reles to' my woo. 4440 

But what and she nay haafebeete. 

And be to me curfeea&aad gweete?. 

She is in no thyng feB&eerfceyhe. 

Lovers sM pntt in-fall© grot peyne, 

And maktth hem tha& woo to deele. 

Sir S^^fee^ disceyveth feele, 
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For she wole byhote sikirly, 

And failen aftir outrely. 

A, that is a fulle noyous thyng! 

For many a lover in lovyng 4«c 

Hangeth upon hir, and trusteth faste, 

Whiehe leese her travel at the laste. 

Of thyng to comen she woot right nought; 
Therfore, if it be wysely sought, 

Hir counseille foly is to take. 

For many tymes, whanne she wole make 
A fulle good silogisme, I dreede 
That aftirward ther shal in deede 
Folwe an evelle conclusioun ; 

This putte me in confusioun. 4460 

For many tymes I have it seen, 

That many have bigyled been, 

For trust that they have sette in hope, 

Which felle hem aftirward a-slope. 

But, nevertheles, yit gladly she wolde, 

That he that wole hym with hir holde, 

Hadde alle tymes h is purpos clere, 

Withoute deceyte or ony were. 

That she desireth sikirly; 

Whanne I hir blamed, I dide foly. #70 

Bht what avayleth hir good wille, 

Whanne she no may staunche my gtounda ills? 
That helpith litel that she may doo, ' 
Outake bihee.st unto my woo. 

And heeste certeyn in no wise,. . v 

; WSlhchita yiffc, is not to jmefe . V. ; 
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ith doole, thought, and confusioun; 

■ my disese ther is no noumbre. 
mnger and Shame me encumbre, 
rede also, and Jelousie, 
ad Wikked-tunge fulle of envie, 
f which e the sharpe and cruel ire 
olle ofte me putte in gret martire. 
iey han my joye fully lette, 
th Bialacoil they have bishette 
ro me in prisoun wikkidly, 

Lom I love so entierly, 
hat it wole my bane bee, 
at I the sonner may hym see. 
nd yit more-over wurst of alle, 
her is sette to kepe, foule hir bi-falle, 
rympled vekke, ferre ronne in age, 
rownyng and yelowe in hir visage, 
hdch in a-wayte lyth day and nyght, 
hat noon of hem may have a sight. 

Now mote my sorwe enforced be; 
alle soth it is, that Love yaf me 
hree wonder yiftes of his grace, 

Taiche I have lorn, now in this place, 

:th they ne may withoute drede 
'elpen but lytel, who taketh heede. 
or here availeth no Swete-thought, 
nd Sweete-speche helpith right nought, 
he thridde was called Swetedokyng, 
hat now is lorn without le^ng. 
iftes were faire, but not. for thy 
hey helpe me bnt symply,' 
it Bialacoil loosed he, 
o'gon^t ^^se^ to be free. 
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For hym my lyf lyth alle in doute, 

But-if he come the rather oute. 

Allas! I trowe it wole not bene! 

For how shuld I evermore hym sene ? 

He may not oute, and that is wronge, 

By-cause the tour is so stronge. 

How shulde he oute ? by whos prowesse, 

Oute of so stronge a forteresse ? 452< 

By me certeyn it nyl be doo; 

God woot I have no witte therto! 

But wel I woot I was in rage, 

Whonne I to Love dide homage. 

Who was in cause, in sothfastnesse, 

But hir-silf, dame Idelnesse, 

Which me conveieda thurgh faire praiere 
To entre into that faire verger ? 

She was to blame me to leve, 

The which now doth me soore greve, 4530 
A foolis word is nought to trowe, 

Ne worth an appel for to lowe ; 

Men shulde hym snybbe bittirly, 

At pryme temps of his foly. 

I was a fool, and she me leevede, 

Thurgh whom I am right nought releeved. 

Sheo accomplisshid alle my wille, . 

That now me greveth wondir' iHe; 

Resoun me seide what shulde falle. 

A fool my-silf I may ^ei calk, 

That love a-s^de I hadde not leyd% . 
A^Jrewede that dam$ ■■ 
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But certeyn now I wole repen te. 

* And shulde I repente ? Nay, pardd ! 

A fals traitour thanne shulde I he. 

The develle engynnes wolde me take, 

If I my Love wolde forsake, 4550 

Or Bialacoil faLsly bitraye. 

Shulde I at myscheef hate hym ? nay, 

Sith he now for his eurtesie 
Is in prisoun of Telousie. 

Curtesie certeyn dide he me, 

So mych that may not yolden be, 

Whanne he the hay passen me lete. 

To kisse the rose, faire and swete ; 

Shulde I therfore cunne hym mawgre ? 

Nay, certeynly, it shal not be, * 4560 

For Love shalle nevere, yeve Good wide, 

Here of me, thurgh word or wide, 

Offence or complaynt more or lesse. 

Neither of Hope nor Idilnesse; 

For certis, it were wrong that I 
Hated hem for her curtesie. 

Ther is not edys, but suffre and thenke, 

And waken whanne I shtdde wynke; 

Abide in hope, til Love, thurgh chaunee, 

Sende me socqusp or adegeaunce, * 4&70 


Expectant ay tide I may mete, ' 
To geten merey of that swe^ 
Whilom I thenke how Levs to g; 
Seide he wolde take : 

My servise, if unpaeiepce : . * 

Causede me to do®e offeree; * 

He seide* Lfe 4 haBk' L shal it take. 
And h^h m^be^ else thee make, 
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If wikkednesse ne reve it thee ; 

But sone I trowe that shalle not be . 7 
. These were his wordis by and by ; 

It semede he lovede me trewely.. 

Now is ther not but serve hym wele, 

If that I thenke his thanke to fele. 

My good, myne harme, lyth hool in me 
In Love may no defaute be; 

For trewe Love ne failide never man. 
Sothly the faute mote nedys than 
(As God forbede!) be founde in me, 
And how it eometh, I can not see. 

Now late it goon as it may goo; 
Whether Love wole soeoure me or sloo, 
He may do hool on me his wille. 

I am so sore bounde hym tille. 

From his servise I may not fleen, 

For lyf and deth, withouten wene, 

Is in his hande; I may not chese; 

He may me doo bothe wynne and Ieese. 
And sith so sore he doth me greve, 

Yit, if my lust he wolde aeheve, 

To Bialaeoil goodly to be, 

I yeve no force what fede on me. 

For thoiugh I dye, as I mote nede, 

I praye Love, of Ms goodlyhede. 

To Bialaeoil do gen tylnesse. 

For wi*gn I lyve in such distress©, 

T&at I mote deyen &r penafeee. , 
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To Bialacoil leve I myne herte 
Alle hool, withoute departing, 

Or doublenesse of repentyng. 

COMENT EAISOra YIENT A LAMANT. 

Thus as I made my passage 
In compleynt, and in cruel rage, 

And I not where to fynde a leche, 

That eouthe unto myne helpyng eche, 
Sodeynly agayn eomen doun 
Out of hir tour I saugh Resoun, mo 

Discrete and wijs, and fulle plesaunt, 

And of hir porte fulle avenaunt. 

The righte weye she tooke to me. 

Which stode in gret perplexity, 

That was posshed in every side, 

That I nyste where I myght abide, 

Tille she demurely sad of chere 
Seide to me as she come nere:— 

‘ Myne owne freend, art thou yit greved? 
How is this quarelle yit acheved 4eso 

Of Loves side ? Anoon me telle, 

Hast thou not yit of love thi fill© ? 

Art thou not wery of thy servise 
That the hath in siche wise ? 

What joye hast thou in thy lovyng? 

Is it swete or bitter thyng? 

Canst thou yit chese, late me see, 

What best thi soeour myghte be? 

Thou servest a fulle noble lorde, 

That maketh thee thralle fbr thi rewarde, 
WTiich ay renewith thi turment, mx 

With fcly £p. he hath thee blent j , 
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Thou felle in myscheef thilke day. 
Whanne thou didist, the sothe to say, 
Obeysaunce and eke homage, 

Thou wroughtest no thyng as the sage. 
Whanne thou bieam his liege man. 

Thou didist a gret foly than; 

Thou wistest not what felle therto. 

With what lord thou haddist to do. 

If thou haddist hym wel knowe 

Thou haddist nought be brought so lowe; 

For if thou wistest what it were. 

Thou noldist serve hym half a yeer, 

Not a weke, nor half a day, 

Ne yit an hour withoute delay, 

Ne never ilovede paramours. 

His lordshippe is so fulle of shoures. 
Knowest hym ought V 
Lcmcnmt. Yhe, dame, parde 1 
J&c&sowi. Nay, nay. 

L&matmt. Yhis, L 

Wherof, late se? 

Of that he seide I shulde he 
Gkd to have sich lord as he, 

And maister of sieh seignorie. 

Bmscnm. Knowist hym no mens? 


Nay, mrtk, I, 
tfeit he yaf me rewtes. there, 
wey, I nyste where, 

$ ..a&eode bosnde m b&kimea. 


THE EOMAUNT OF THE ROSE. 143 

ier may no wfecche have more of woo, 

3 caityfe noon enduren soo. 
were to every man sittyng, 

? his lord have knowleching. 

>r if thou knewe hym oute of doute, 4680 
ghtly thou shulde escapen oute 
? the prisoun that marreth thee. 

Lamaunt . Yhe, dame! sith my lord is he, 
id I his man maad with myn honde, 
wolde right fayne undirstonde 

> knowe of what kynde he by 
ony wolde informe me. 

Rakom . I wolde, seide Resoun, thee lere, 

th thou to lerne Jiast sioh desire, 

ad shewe thee withouten fable 4690 

thyng that is not demonstrable. 

iou shalt, withouten science, 

ad knowe, withouten experience, 

ie thyng that may not knowen be, 

e wist ne shewid in no degrd. 

iou maist the sothe of it not witen 

lough in thee it were writen. 

iou shalt not knowe therof more, 

hile thou art reuled by his lore. 

it unto hym that love wole flee, . .,, 4700 

tie knotte may unclosed bee, 

hich hath to thee, as it is founde, 

1 long be knette and not i^beunde 
dw sette wel thyne 

> here of love dJs^rif^o^ 

Love it is^an hatefulle pees, 
free withonte relees, 

trotife feett^ j^e;o| falshnede, 

•" :■? V . 
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A sikernesse alle sette in drede, 

In herte is a dispeiryng hope. 

And fulle of hope it is wanhope, 

Wise woodnesse, and wode resoun, 

A swete perelle in to droune, 

An hevy birthen lyght to here, 

A wikked wawe awey to were. 

It is Karibdous perilous, 

Disagreable and gracious. 

It is diseordaunce that can accorde, 

And aeoordaunce to discorde. 

It is kunnyng withoute science, 

Wisdome withoute sapience, 

Witte withoute discrecioun, 

Havoire withoute possessioun. 

It is sike hele and hool sekenesse, 

A thrust drowned in dronknesse, 

And helth fulle of maladie, 

And charitd fulle of envie, 

And anger fulle of habundaunce, 

And a gredy sudisaunce ; 

Delite right fulle of hevynesse, 

And dreriAed fulle of gladness ©; 

Bitter swetnesse and swete errour, 

Right evelle savoured good savour • 

Sin that pardoun hath withynne, 

And pardoun spotted without© with synne ; 
A peyne also it is joions, 3 

And felonye right pitous; 

Afefc pley that selde is stable, 


47 


472f 


4780 
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fcte unavised, sage folie, 

d joie fulle of turmentrie; 

aughter it is weping ay, 

jte that traveyleth nyght and day, 

o a swete helle it is, 

d a soroufdle Paradys; 

desannt gayl and esy prisoun, 

d fulle of froste somer sesoun ; 

me temps fulle of frostes white, mo 

d May devoide of al delite; 

bh seer braunches, blossoms ungrene, 

i newe fruyt fillid with wynter tene. 

is a slow© may not for-bere 

$ges ribaned, with gold, to were; 

• also welle wole love be sette 
ier ragges as riche rochette ; 

1 eke as wel be amourettes 
mournyng blak, as bright burnettes. 
noon is of so mochel pris, mo 

no man founden is so wys, 
noon so high is of parage, 
no man founde of witt so sage; 
man so hardy ne so wight, 
no man of so mychel myght ; 
m so fulfilled of bounty, ', 


,t he with love may daunted be. 

> the World holdith this way; 
e makith alle to goon myswey. 
it be they of yvel ■ . 
om genius cimsith^, man s&d wyf 
t. wrongly werke ageyn-,nifcure. 
u m^Tky 4 r ne fycve no cure 
hepe, 

r*.•••:- •' - 
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And wole not by my counsel flene. 

For I ne preise that lovyng 
Wherthurgh men, at the laste eendyng, 

Shalle calle hem wrecehis fulle of woo, 

Love greveth hem and shendith soo. 

But if thou wolt wel love eschewe, 

For to escape out of his mewe, 

And make al hool thi sorwe to slake, 

'No bettir counsel maist thou take, 

Than thynke to fleen ; wel iwis, 

May nought helpe elles ; for wite thou this 
If thou fle it, it shal flee thee ; 

Folowe it, and folowen shal it thee/ 

Lamant .—Whanne I hadde herde alle Beso 
seyne, 

Which hadde spilt hir speche in veyne : 

* Dame/ seide I, 4 1 dar wel sey 
Of this avaunt me wel I may 
That from youre scole so devyaunt 
I am, that never the more avaunt 
Right nought am I thurgh youre doctrine; 

I dulle under youre discipline ; 

I wote no more than I wist ever, 

To me so contrarie and so fer 
la every thing that ye me lere; 

And yit I can it alle by parcuere. 

Myne herte foryetith therof right nought, 4 
It is so writen in,my thought; 

And depe graven it is so tendir 
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Defyneth it into this letter, 

That I may thenke on it the better, 

For I herde never diffyned heere, . 48 io 
And wilfully I wolde it lere. J 

Raisoun .—‘ If love be serched wel and sought 
It is a sykenesse of the thought 
Annexed and kned bitwixt tweyne, 

With male and female, with oo cheyne, 

So frely that byndith, that they nylle twynne, 
Whether so therof they leese or wynne. 

The roote springith thurgh hoote brenny?ig 
Into disordinat desiryng, 

For to kissen and enbrace 4820 

And at her lust hem to solace. 

Of other thyng love recchith nought. 

But setteth her herte and alle her thought 
More for delectacioun 
Than ony procreacioun 

Of other fruyt by engendrure ; ' 

Which love, to God is not plesyng; 

For of her body fruyt to gete 

They yeve no force, they are so sette 

Upon delite to pley in feere. 4830 

And somme have also this manere, 

To feynen hem for love seke; 

Sich love I preise not at a lake. 

For paramour^ they do but feyne; 

To love truly they disdeype:^ , ^ v ; : V J 
They falsen -ladies traitoWsiy, •' " " 



fable, 
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The hoote ernes they al foryeten. 

Wymmen the harme they bien fulle sore; 
But men this thenken evermore, 

That lasse harme is, so mote I the, 

Deceyve hem, than deeeyved be; 

And namely where they ne may 
Fynde none other mene wey. 

For I wote wel, in sothfastnesse, 

That who doth now his bisynesse 

With ony womman for to dele, 41 

For ony lust that he may fele, 

But if it be for engendrure, 

He doth trespasse, I you ensure. 

For he shulde setten alle his wille 


To geten a likly thyng hym tille, 

And to sustene, if he myghte. 

And kepe forth, by Kyndes righto. 

His owne lyknesse and semblable. 

For because alle is corumpdble , 

And faile shulde successioun, . & 

Ne were their generaeioun, 

Oure sectis strene for to save, 

Whanne fader or moder arn in grave, 

Her children shulde, whanne they ben deeds; 
Fulle diligent ben, in her steede, 

To use that werke on such a wise, 

That oon may thurgh another rise. 

Therfore sette Kynde therynne delite. 

For men therynne shulde hem delite, 


And of that deede be not erke, 

sith^ hs^nto that werke. 

draws 1 therhf a draught 
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This hadde sotille dame Nature ; 

For noon goth right, I thee ensure, 

Ne hath entent hool ne parfight, 

For hir desir is for delyte, 

The which fortened crece and eke 
The ploy of love, for ofte seke, 

And thralle hem-silf they be so nyce 4880 
Unto the prince of every vice. 

For of ech synne it is the rote 
Unlefulle lust, though it be sote, 

And of alle yvelle the racyne, 

As Tulius can determyne, 

Which in his tyme was fulle sage, 

In a boke he made of age, 

Where that more he preyseth Eelde 
Though he be croked and unweelde, 

And more of commendacioun, *S90 

Than youthe in his discripcioun. 

For youthe sette bothe man and wyf 
In alle perelle of soule and lyf; 

And perelle is, but men have grace, 

The perelle of yougth for to pace, 

Withoute ony deth or distresse, 

It is so fulle of wyldenesse j 

So ofte it doth shame oar damage 

To hym or to his lynage. . ; ; ; 

It ledith*m«n now up now dotrn . 4900 

In moehel dassolnmo ^ 1 . i v-- ' ... / 





150 THE ROMAHNT OF THE BOSE. 


And yalte into somme covente, 

To lyven aftir her emprise, 

And lesith fredom and frannchise, 

That Nature in hym hadde sette, 49 

The which ageyne he may not gette, 

If he there make his mansioun, 

For to abide professioun. 

Though for a tyme his herte absente, 

It may not fayle, he shal repente, 

And eke abide thilke day, 

To leve his abite, and gone his way. 

And lesith his worshippe and his name, 
And dar not come ageyn for shame, 

But al his lyf he doth so morne, 405 

By-cause he dar not horn retourne. 

Fredom of kynde so lost hath he 
That never may recured be. 

But if that God. hym graunte grace 
That he may, er he hennes pace, 

Conteyne undir obedience 
Thurgh the vertu of pacience. 

For youthe sett man in alle folye, 

In unthrift and ribaudie, 

In leccherie, and in outrage, 

So offce it ehaungith of eorage. 

Youthe gynneth ofte sich bargeyne, 

That may not eende withouter* peytie. 

In gret perelle is sett youthede, 

Belite so doth his bridil leede. 

Ilelfbe thws hangith, drede thee nought. 
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id of nought elles taketh hede, 4940 

it oonly folkes for to lede 
.to disporte and wyldenesse, 
is M frowarde from sadnesse. 
it eelde drawith hem therfro; 
ho wote it nought he may wel goo, 
ad moo of hem that now arn olde, 
iat whilom youthe hadde in holde, 
hich yit remembreth of tendir age 
ou it hem brought in many a rage, 
ad many a foly therynne wrought. 4950 

it now that Eelde hath hym thurgh sought 
ley repente hem of her folye, 
tiat youthe hem putte in jupardye, 
i perelle and in myche woo, 
ad made hem ofte amys to do, 
ad suen yvelle companye 
iot and avoutrie. 

‘ But Eelde gan ageyn restreyne 
rom sichg foly, and refreyne, 
nd sette men, by her ordinaunce, 4960 

1 good reule and govemaunce. 
at yvelle she spendith hir servise, 
or no man wole hir love, neither preise ; 
he is i-hated, this wote I welle. 

.'ir acqneyntaunce wolde no man fele, 
e han of Elde companye, 

"en hate to be of 'hir 
or no man wolde 
fe dye, whahne fyejte 
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Whiche that they wrought in son dry wise, 
Hou evere they myght, withoute blame, 
Escape awey withoute shame, 

In youthe withoute damage 
Or repreef of her lynage, 

Losse of membre, shedyng of blode, 

Perelle of deth, and losse of good. 

* Woste thou nought where Youthe abit. 
That men so preisen in her witt ? 

With Delite she halt sojour, 

For bothe they dwellen in oo tour. 

As longe as Youthe is in sesoun, 

They dwellen in oon mansioun. 

Delite of Youthe wole have servise 
To do what so he wole devise; 

And Youthe is redy evermore 
For to obey, for smerte of sore, 

Unto Delite, and hym to yeve 
Hir servise, while that she may lyve. 

Where Elde abit, I wole thee telle* 
Shortely, and no while dwelle, 

For thidir byhoveth thee to goo. 

If Deth in youthe thee not sloo, 

Of this journey thou maist not faik. 

With hir Labour and Travaile 
Logged ben with Sorwe and Woo, 


That never out of Mr court goo. 

Peyne and gistresse, Syk&esse, and Ire, 

.. f And Maleneoly, that angry sire, - • • ^ 

Ben oCMr psdeys sehateuro* : • j 
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And tellen hir, erliche and late, 

That Deth stondith armed at hir gate. 
Thanne brynge they to her remembraunce 
The foly dedis of hir infaunce, 

Whiche causen hir to mourne in woo 5010 
That Youthe hath hir bigiled so, 

Which sodeynly awey is hasted. 

She wepe^A the tyme that she hath wasted, 
Compleynyng of the preterit, 

And the present, that not abit, 

And of hir olde vanitd, 

That but aforn hir she may see 
In the future Somme socour, 

To leggen hir of hir dolour, 

To graunte hir tyme of repentaunce, 5020 
For her synnes to do penaunce, 

And atte the laste so hir governs 
To wynne the joy that is eterne, 

Fro which go bakward Youthe he made 
In vanity ,to droune and wade. 

For present tyme abidith nought, 

It is more swift than any thought; 

So litel while it doth endure 
That ther nys eompte ne mesore. 

‘ But hou that evere the game-go , mo 
Who list to love joie mirth also 
Of love, be it he or sh% 

High: or lowe .■ ^ 
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That desire and wolde fayne 

The pley of love, they he so wilde; t 

And not coveite to go with childe. 

And if with child they be perchaunce, 

They wole it holde a gret mysehannce, 

But what-som-ever woo they fele, 

They wole not pleyne, but concele; 

But if it be ony fool or nyce, 

In whom that shame hath no justice. 

For to delyte echone they drawe, 

That haunte this werke, bothe high and lawe, 
Save siehe that arn worth right nought, 504 
That for money wole be bought. 

Such love I preise in no wise, 

Whanne it is goven for coveitise. 

I preise no womman, though sho be wood, 

That yeveth hir-silf for ony good. 

For litel shulde a man telle 
Of hir, that wole hir body selle, 

Be she mayde, be she wyf, 

That quyk wole selle hir bi hir lyf. 

Hou faire chere that evere she make, soeo 
He is a wrecche I undirtake 
That lovecU such one, for swete or soure, 
Though she hym calle hir paramoure, 

And laugheth on hym, and raakith hym feeste. 
For certeynly no such beeste 
To be loved is not worthy, 

... Or,here the name of drurie. : 

; Noon shulde hir please, but he were woode, 
of h% gocwle^. 
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May a jewel or other thyng 
Take of her loves fre yevyng ; 

But that she aske it in no wise, 

For drede of shame or coveitise. 

And she of hirs may hym, certeyn, 

Withoute sclaundre, yeven ageyn, 

And joyne her hertes to-gidre so 
In love, and take and yeve also. 

Trowe not that I wolde hem twynne, mo 
Whanne in her love ther is no synne; 

I wole that they to-gedre go, 

And don al that they han ado, 

As certeis shulde and debonaire, 

And in her love beren hem faire, 

Withoute vice, bothe he and she; 

So that al-wey in honest^, 

Fro foly love to kepe hem clere 
That brenneth hertis with his fere; 

And that her love, in ony wise, 5090 

Be devoide of coveitise. 


Good love shulde engendrid be 
Of trewe herte, just, and secrd, 

And not of such as sett© her thought 
To have her lust, and ellis nought, 

So are they naught in Loves lace. 
Truly, for bodily solace. . 


Fleshly delite is so present . 

With thee, that sette.al|e ^.yne : sapient 
Withoute more ? 

perre,. 




ail: fit 
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But ever© abidist in sorwe and werre, 
As in thi face it is i-sene; 

It makith thee bothe pale and lene, 
Thy myght, thi vertu goth away. 

A sory geste in goode fay, 

Thou herberest hem in thyne inne. 

The God of Love whanne thou let inne 
Wherfore I rede thou shette hym oute, 
Or he shalle greve thee, oute of doute; 
For to thi profit it wole turne, 

Iff he nomore with thee sojourne. 

In gret myscheef and sorwe sonken 
Ben hertis, that of love are dronken, 

As thou peraventure knowen shalle, 
Whanne thou hast lost the tyme alle, 
And spent thy thought in ydilnesse, 

In waste, and wofulle lustynesse; 

If thow maist lyre the tyme to se 
Of love for to delyvered be, 

Thy tyme thou shalt biwepe sore ' 

The whiche never thou maist restore. 
(For tyme lost, as men may see, 

For no thyng may recured be) • 

And if thou scape, yit atte laste, 

Fro Love that hath thee so faste 
7 -knytt and bounden in his kee, 
Certeyn I holde it but a grace. 

For many oon, as it is seyne, 
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amant —Thus taught and preched hathResoun, 
Love spflte hir sermoun, 

,t W as so ymped in my thought, euo 

,t hir doctrine I sette at nought. 

1 yitt ne seide she never a dele, 
it I ne undirstode it wele, 
rd by word the mater alle. 

; unto Love I was so thralle, 

.ich eallith over alle his pray, 
i chasith so my thought ay, 
i holdith myne herte undir his sele, 
trust and trew as pny stele; 
that no devocioun 6150 

hadde I in the sermoun 
dame Resoun; ne of hir rede 
oke no sojour in myne hede. 
f alle yede oute at oon ere 
at in that other she dide lere; 
lly on me she lost hir lore, 
r speche me grevede wondir sore, 
at unto hir for ire I seide, 
r anger, as I dide abraide :— 
ame, and is it youre wills algate, m 

at I not love, but that I hate 
.e men, as ye me teche ? 
r if I do aftir youre speche, 
h that ye seyne love is not good, 
anne must I nedis say ^ifh mpod 
I it ieye,in . 

ven, and voide ipyf; 
ota me 
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For other must I love or hate. 

And if I hate men of newe/ 

More than love it wole. me rewe, 

As by youre preching semeth me, 

For Love no thing ne preisith thee. 

Ye yeve good counsel, sikirly, 

That prechith me al day, that I 
Shulde not Loves lore alowe; 

He were a foole wolde you not trowe! 

In speche also ye han me taught, * 5] 

Another love that knowen is naught, 

Which I have herd you* not repreve, 

To love ech other, by youre leve. 

If ye wolde dififyne it me, 

I wolde gladly here, to se, 

A.tte the leest, if I may lere 
Of sondry loves the manere.’ 

Raisoun. —Certis, freend, a fool art thou 
Whan that thou no thyng wolt allowe, 

That I for thi profit say. 51S 

Yit wole I sey thee more, in fay, 

For I am redy, at the leste, 

To accomplisshe thi requeste, 

But I not where it wole avayle; 

In veyn perauntre 1 shal travayle. 

Love ther is in sondry wise. 

As I shal thee heere devise. 


For somme love leful is and good ,• : . 

I.mene not that which mahith thee wood, ■ 

1 And bringith thee in many a fitte, 

ravyssfetth fro- thee W ihiwitfe ,; 7 ; 
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COMMENT EAISOUN EIEEINIST ATTNSETE. 


* Love of freendshippe also ther is, 
Which makith no man done amys, 

Of wille knytt bitwixe two. 

That wole not breke for wele ne woo ; 
Which long is likly to con tune, 

Whanne wille and goodis ben in comune, 
Grounded by Goddis ordinaunce, 

Hoole withoute discordaunce; 

With hem holdyng comuntd 
Of alle her goode in charite, 

That ther be noon excepcioun, , 

Thurgh ehaungyng of entencioun, 

That ech helpe other at her neede, 

And wisely hele bothe word and dede, 
Trewe of menyng, devoid© of slouthe, 

For witt is nought withoute trouthe ; 

So that the ton dar alle his thought 
Seyn to his freend, and spare nought, 

As to hym-silf withoute 4redyng 
To be discovered by wreying. 

For glad is that conjunccioun, 

Whanne ther is noon susspeeioun, 

Whom they wolde prove 

That trewe and parfit weren in love. 

For no man may be amyable, 

But-if he be so ferine and stable. 


That fortune chaunge hym^d-t^ne blyode. 
But that his freend'alle wey hyfo fynde. 
Both© pojre and riche,. in o o state. 

For if has froeBd,. tjgmgh ony gate, 

; po verte, 





5210 


5220 


5280 




160 THE ROMAUNT OF THE ROSE. 


He shulde not bide so long, til he 
Of his helpyng hym requere ; 

For goode dede done thurgh praiere 
Is sold, and bought to deere iwys, 

To herte that of grete valour is. 

For herte ful fil led of gentilnesse, 

Can yvel demene his distresse. 

And man that worthy is of name, 

To asken often hath gret shame. 

A good man brenneth in his thought 
For shame, whanne he axeth ought. 

He hath gret thought, and dredeth ay 
For his disese, whanne he shal pray 
His freend, lest that he warned be. 

Til that he preve his stabilte. 

But whanne that he hath founden oon 
That trusty is and trewe as stone, 

And assaied hym at alle, 

And founde hym stedefast as a walle, 

And of his freendshippe be certeyne, 

He shal hym she we bothe joye and peyne, 
And alle that he dar thynke or sey, 
Withoute shame, as he wel may. 

For how shulde he a-shame^ be, 

Of sich one as I tolde thee ? 


For whanne he woot his secre thought. 
The thridde shal knowe therof right no-. 
For tweyne of noumbre is bet than thre. 
In every counselle and seor^, 

: Hepreye he dredde .never a 


m 
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And fooles can not hold© her tunge; 

A- fooles belle is soone runge. 

Yit shal a trewe freend do more 
To helpe his felowe of his sore, 

And socoure hym, whanne he hath neede, 
In alle that he may done in deede; 

And gladder that he hym plesith 
Than his felowe that he esith. 

And if he do not his requests, 

He shal as mochel hym moleste 
As his felow, for that he 
May not fulfill© his volunte 
Fully, as he hath requered. 

If bothe the hertis Love hath fered, 

Joy and woo they shulle departe, 

And take evenly ech his parte. 

Half his anoy he shal have ay. 

And Oomfort, what that he may; 

And of this blisse parte shal he, 

If love wole departed be. 

And whilom of this unyte . 

Spake Tulius in a ditee; 

And shulde maken his request© 

Unto his freend, that is honeste; 

And he goodly shulde it fulfille. 

But it the more were out of skile, 

And other-wise not graunte therto, 
Except*oonly in cause twoo. 

If men his.freend t0:4eth wol-de drife 
Late hym be bisy to ©avehie lyve. 

Also if men wolen hym assayle. 

Of hfe wurshippe topake hym fail©, 

Aud :¥Yudren hym of his renoun. 


5270 


5280 


5290 





162 THE ROMAUNT OF THE ROSE. 

Late hym, with fulle entencioun, 

His dever done in eehe degre 
That his freend ne i-shamed be, 

In this two caas with his myght, 

Taking no kepe to skile nor right, 

As ferre as love may hyna excuse; 

This oughte no man to refuse. 

This love that I have tolde to thee 
Is no thing contrarie to me; 

This wole I that thou folowe wele, i 

And leve the tother everydele. 

This love to vertu alle entendith. 

The tothir fooles blent and shendith. 

‘ Another love also there is, 

That is contrarie unto this, 

Which desire is so constreyned 
That it is but wille feyned ; 

Awey fro.trouthe it doth so varie 
That to good love it is contrarie; 

For it maymeth, in many wise, & 

Sike hertis with coveitise; 

Alle in wynnyi^g and in profit, 

Sich love settitfi his delite. 

This love so hangeth in balaunce 
That if it lese his hope, perchaunce, 

Of lucre, that he is sett upon, 

It wole faile, and quenche anoon; 

For no man may be amorous, 

Ne in his lyvyng vertuous, 

But he love more, in moode, 53 


" . ■: ■ W- 


•M^n for hem-silf than for her goode. 

. abi de, . 
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jOve cometh of dame Fortune, 

That litel while wole contune, 
for it shal chaungen wonder soone, 
bid take eclips right as the moone, 

Whanne he is from ns i-lett 

['hurgh erthe, that hitwixe is sett 

The sonne and hir, as it may falle, 5340 

Be it in partie, or in alle; 

The shadowe maketh her bemys merke, 

And hir homes to shewe derke, 

That part where she hath lost hir lyght 
3f Phebus fully, and the sight; 

Til whanne the shadowe is overpaste, 

She is enlumyned ageyn as faste, 

Thurgh the brightnesse of the sonne bemes 
That yeveth to hir ageyne hir lemes. 

That love is right of sich nature; 5350 

Now is faire, and now obscure, 

Now bright, now clipsi of manere, 

And whilom dymme, and whilom clere. 

As soone as Poverte gynneth take, 

With mantel and with wedis blake 
Hidith of Love the light awey, 

That into nyght it tumeth day; 

It may not see Richesse shyne, 

Till© the blake shadowes fyne. 

For, whanne Richesse shyneth bright©, sm 
Love reeovereth ageyn his lighte; 

And whanne it failith, he wole flitf©, 

And as she greveth, so greveth itte. 

Of this love here what I sey:— 

The riche men are loved ay, 

And ih^e^ -^o4hat sparand bene, 
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That wole not wasshe her hertes clene 
Of the filthe, nor of the vice 
Of gredy brennyng avarice. 

The riche man fulle fonned is, y-wys. 
That weneth that he loved is. 

If that his herte it undirstode. 

It is not he; it is his goode. 

He may wel witen in his thought, * 
His good is loved, and he right nought. 
For if he be a nygard eke, 

Men wole not sette by hym a leke, 

But haten hym; this is the sothe. 

Lo, what profit this catell doth! 

Of every man that may hym see, 

It geteth hym nought but enmytd. 

But he amende hym-silf of that vice, 
And knowe hym-silf, he is not wys. 
Certys he shulde ay freendly be, 

To gete hym love also ben free, 

Or ellis he is not wise ne sage 
No more than is a gote ramage. 

That he not loveth his dede proveth, 
Whan he his richesse so wel loveth, 
That he wole hide it ay, and spare, 

His pore freendis sene forfare, 

To kepen ay his purpose. 

Til for drede his iyen close, 

And til a wikked deth hym take ; 

Hym hadde lever a-sondre shake. 

And late alle hise lymes a-sondre ryve, 
Than leve his, richesse in his lyve., 
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How shulde love withynne hym be, 
Wbanne in his.herte is-no pitb? 

That he trespasseth wel I wote, 

For ech man knowith his estate; 

For wel hym ought to be reproved 
That loveth nought, ne is not loved. 

* Bu| S67i we arn to Fortune comen, 
And hath oure sermoun of hir nomen, 
wondir wille Y telle thee nowe, 
Thou herdist never sich oon, I trowe. 

I note where thou me leven shall©, 
Though sothfastnesse it be in alle, 

As it is writen, and is soth, 

That unto men more profit doth 
The froward Fortune and contraire, 
Than the swote and debonair© ; 

And if thee thynke it is doutable, 

It is thurgh argument provable. 

For the debonair© and softe 
Falsith and bigilith ofte; 

For lyche a moder she can cherish© 
And mylken as doth a norys, 

And of hir good© to hym deles 
And yeveth hym parte of her Ioweles, 
With grete riehesse and dignity. 

And hem she hoteth stabflitd, ' ' . 
In a state that is not stable. 

But cbaungynge ay and variable; 

And fedith hym with glorie and veyne, 
And worldly blisse i|on eerteyne. 
Whanne she hym settith on hir whele, 
Thanne wene they to be right wele, 
And in so stable state with-alle, 
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^bat never they wene for to falle. 

And whanne they sette so high© be, 

They wene to have in certeyntd 
Of hertly freendis so grete noumbre, 

That no thyng myght her state encombre; 
They trust hem so on every side, 

Wenyng with hym they wolde abide, 

In every perelle and mysehaunce, 64 

Withoute chaunge or variaunce, 

Both© of catelle and of goode ; 

And also for to spende her bloode, 

And alle her membris for to spille, 

Oonly to fulfill© her wille. 

They maken it hole in many wise. 

And hoten hem her full© servise, 

How sore that it do hem smerte ; 

Into her vetray naked sherte, 

Herte and alle, so hole they yeve, su 

For the tyme that they may lyre, 

So that with her flaterie. 

They maken foolis glorifie 
Of her wordis spekyng, 

And han cheer of a rejoysyng, 

And trowe hem as the evangile; 

And it is aile faisheede and gile, 

As they shal aftirwardes se r 
Whanne they arn falle in poverty 
And ben of good and catelle bare; H6 
Thanne shulde they sene who freendis ware. 
iTor of an hundred certeynly. 
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For thus Fortune that I of telle, 

With men whanne hir lust to dwelle, 
Makith men to leese her conisaunee. 

And norishith hem in ignoraunce. 

‘ But froward Fortune and perverse, 
Whanne high estatis she doth reverse, 

And maketh hem to tumble doune 
Of with Mr whele, with sodeyn tourne, 
And from her Richesse doth hem fie, 

And plongeth hem in poverty 
As a stepmoder envyous, 

And leieth a piastre dolorous 
Unto her hertis wounded egre, 

Which is not tempred with vynegre, 

But with poverte and indigence, 

For to shewe by experience, 

That she is Fortune verelye 
In whom no man shulde affye, 

Nor in hir yeftis have fiaunce. 

She is so fulle of variaunce. 

Thus kan she maken high and lowe, 
Whanne they from richesse arn i-throwe, 
Fully to knowen, withoute were, 

Freend of affect, and freend of chere; 

And which in love weren trewe and stable. 
And whiche also weren variable. 

After Fortune her goddesse. 

In poverte, outher in richesse; 

For alle that yeveth here out. of dxede, 
Unhappe bereveth it in dede; 

For In-fortune late not oon 
Of freendis, whanne Fortune is gone; 

I inene tho freendis that wole fle 
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Anoon as entreth poverty. 

And yit they wole not leve hem so, 

But in ech place where they go 

They calle hem ‘ wreeche/ seome and blame 

And of her myshappe hem diffame, 

And, namely, siehe as in richesse, 

Pretendith moost of stablenesse, 

Whanne that they sawe hym sett on-loft$, 
And weren of hym soeoured ofte, 

And-most i-hoZpe in alle her neede : 

But now they take no maner heede, 

But seyn in voice of flaterie, t 

That now apperith her folye, 

Over-alle where so they fare, 

And synge, Go, fare wel feldfare. 

Alle suche freendis Ibeshrewe, 

For of trewe ther be to fewe; 

But sothfaste freendis, what-so bitide, 

In every fortune wolen abide ; 

Thei han her hertis in suche noblesse 
That they nyl love for no richesse, 

Nor for that Fortune may hem sende a 
Thei wolen hem- socoure and defende, 

And chaunge for softe ne for sore. 

For who Ais freend loveth evermore 
Though men drawe swerde his freend to do, 
He may not hewe her love a-two. 

But in ease that I shalle sey, t 

For pride and ire lese it he may, .. k; 
And for reprove by nyeetd, 
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Frende in this case wole gone his way, 
For no thyng greve hym more ne may, 
And for nought ©His wole he fle, 

If that he love in stability. 

And certeyn he is wel bigone 
Among a thousand that fyndith oon. 
For ther ne may be no richesse 
Ageyns frendshipp of worthynesse, 

For it ne may so high atteigne, 

As may the valoure, soth to seyne, 

Of hym that loveth trew and welle; 
Frendshipp is more than is eatelle. 

For freend in court ay better is 
Than peny in purs, certis; 

And Fortune myshappyng, 

Whanne upon men she is fablyng, 
Thurgh mysturnyng of hir chaunce, 
And caste hem oute of balaunce. 

She makith, thurgh hir adversite, 

Men fulle clerly for to se 
Hym that is freend in existence 
From hym that is by apparence. 

For yn-fortune makith anoon, 

To knowe thy freendis fro thy foon, 

By experience, right as it is. 

The which is more to preise, ywis, 

Than in myche richesse and tresour, 

For more dope profit and valour, 
Poverty and such adversite 
Bifore, than doth prosperity 
For the toon yeveth conysaunce, 

"And the tother ignoraunce. 
v *.And thus in’poverte is in dede 
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Trouthe declared fro falseheed, 

For feynte frendis it wole declare, 

And trewe also, what wey they fare. 

For whanne he was in his richesse, 

These freendis, ful of douftlenesse, 

Offrid hym in many wise 5570 

Hert and body, and servise. 

What wolde he thanne ha yove to ha bought, 
To knowen openly her thought, 

That he now hath so clerly seen ? 

The lasse bigiled she shulde have bene 
And he hadde thanne perceyved it, 

But richesse nolde not late hym witte. 

Wei more avauntage doth hym thanne, 

Sith that it makith hym a wise man, 

The grete myscheef that he perceyveth, 5580 
Than doth richesse that hym deceyveth. 
Bichesse riche ne makith nought 
Hym that on tresour sette his thought ; 

For richesse stonte in suffisaunce, 

And no thyng in habundaunce ; 

For suffisaunce alle oonly 
' Makith men to lyve richely. 

i^br he that hath mycches tweyne, 

Ne value in his demeigne, 

Lyveth more at ese, and more is riche, 5590 
Than doth he that is ehiche, 

And in his beme hath, soth to seyn, 

. An hundred mauis of whete greyne, 

Though he. be chapman or marchaunte, 

\ .' ; ): 4P^ hnve of guide many besaunte. 
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And sette evermore his bisynesse 
For to encrese, and not to lesse, 

For to ailment and multiplie. 560 <S 

And though on hepis that lye hym bye, 

Yit never shal make his richesse, 

Asseth unto his gredynesse. 

But the povre that recchith nought. 

Save of his lyflode, in his thought, 

Which that he getith with his travaile. 

He dredith nought that it shalle fade, 
Though he have lytel worldis goode. 

Mete and drynke, and esy foode, 

Upon his travel and lyvyng, seio 

And also suffisaunt clothyng. 

Or if in syknesse that he fade, 

And lothe mete and drynke withade. 

Though he have not his mete to bye, 

He shal bithynke hym hastily, 

To putte hym oute of ade daunger. 

That he of mete hath no myster; 

Or that he may with lytel eke 
Be founden, while that he is seke; 

Or that men shude hym berne in haste, seso 
To lyve, til his syknesse be paste, 

To somme maysondewe biside; 

He caste nought what shal hym bitide. 

He thenkith nought that evere he shade 
* Into ony syknesse fade. 

< And thoughit fade, as it may be. 

That aUe be-tyme spare skatte he 
As mochel as shal to hym suffice, 

While he is sike in any wise. 

He doth for that he wole be 




THE ROMATTNT OF THE ROSE. 


Contente with his poverty 
Withoute nede of ony man. 

So myche in litel have he can, 

He is apaied with his fortune; 

And for he nyl be importune 
Unto no wi#/ztte, ne honerous, 

Nor of her goodes coveitous ; 

Therfore he spareth, it may wel bene, 
His pore estate for to sustene. 

f Or if hym lust not for to spare, 

But suffrith forth, as not ne ware, 

Atte last it hapneth, as it may, 

Right unto his laste day, 

And take the world as it wolde be; 

For evere in herte thenkith he 
The sonner that Deth hym slo, 

To paradys the sonner go 
He shal, there for to lyve in blisse, 
Where that he shal noo goode misse. 
Thider he hopith God shal hym sende, 
Aftir his wrecchid lyves ende. 

Pictigoras hym-silf reherses, 

In a book that the Golden Verses 
Is clepid, for the nobilitd 
Of the honourable ditee:— 

Thanne whanne thou goste thy body fro, 
Fre in the eir thou shalt up go, 

And leven al humanite, 

And purely lyve in deitd, 

He is a foole withouten were 
That trowith have, hie eetmtr^ heere; 
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3oiee of Consolacioun, 
ere it is maked mencioun 
jure countrd pleyn at the eye, 
teching of philosophic, 
ere lewid men myghte lere witte, 
o-so that wolde translaten it. 

.e be sich that can wel lyve 6670 

r his rente may hym yeve, 

L not desireth more to have, 
n may fro poverte hym save, 
rise man seide, as we may seen, 

10 man wrecched, but he it wene, 
he kyng, knyght, or ribaude. 
i many a ribaude is mery and baude, 

,t swynkith, and berith, bothe day and nyght, 
xy a burthen of grete myght, 
i whiche doth hym lasse offense, eeso 

he suffrith in pacience. 

>y laugh and daunce, trippe and synge, 

1 leye not up for her lyvyng, 

; in the taverne alle dispendith 
> wynnyng that God hem sendith. 
nne goth he fardeles for to here, 
h as good chere as he dide ere, 
swynke and traveile he not feyntith, 
for to robben he djsdeyntith; 
right anoon, aftir !his swynke, 5690 

goth to taverne for to drynke. 

) these ar riche m abundaonee, > 

,t can thus have strffisaunee 
t more than can an nsurere, 

God wel knowith, withoute wore. 


an usurer , so God me se, 
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Shal nevere for richesse riche be, 

But evermore pore and indigent, 

Scarce, and gredy in his entent. 

* For soth it is, whom it displese, 

Ther may no marchaunt lyve at ese, 

His herte in sich a were is sett, 

That it brenneth quyke to gete, 

Ne never shal, though he hath geten, 
Though he have gold in gerners yeten, 

For to be nedy he dredith sore. 

Wherfore to geten more and more 
He sette his herte and his desire; 

So hote he brennyth in the fire 
Of coveitise, that makith hym woode 
To purchace other mennes goode. 

He undirfongith a gret peyne, 

That undirtakith to drynke up Seyne; 

For the more he drynkith, ay 
The more he leveth, the soth to say. 

Thus is thurst of fals getyng, 

That laste ever in coveityng, 

And the angwisshe and distresse 
With the fire of gredynesse. 

She fightith with hym ay, and stryveth, 
That his herte a-sondre ryveth; 

Such gredynesse hym assaylith, 

That whanne he most hath, most he failith. 

‘ Fhicieiens and advocates 
Gone right by the same yates. 

They selle her science for wynnyng, 

;haante her erafte for gret getyng. 
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They are fulle glad, for ther encrese; 

For by her wille, withoute lees, 

Everiche man shulde be seke, 

And though they die, they sette not a leke. 
After whanne they the gold have take, 
Fulle litel care for hem they make. 

They wolde that fourty were seke atonys, 
Yhe, ,ij. hundred, in flesh and bonys, 

And yit .ij. thousand, as I gesse, 

For to encrecen her richesse. 

They wole not worchen in no wise, 

But for lucre and coveitise, 

For fysic gynneth first by fy, 

The phicicien also sothely; 

And sithen it goth fro fy to sy; 

To truste on hem is foly; 

For they nyl in no maner gre, 

Do right nought for charite. 

i Eke in the same secte ar sette 
Alle tho that prechen for to gete 
Worshipes, honour, and richesse. 

Her hertis arn in grete distresse, 


That folk lyve not holily. 

But aboven alle. epeeialy. 

Sick • 

vllbi'h^ve no memorie, 
tracej^ •' • 

And outward shewti^hbiynes^e, 
Though they be fulle of eursidnesse. 
Not liche to the apostles twelve, 

, They deceyve other and hem-selve; 
Bigiled is the giler thanne. 


5730 


5740 


5750 


5760 
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For prechyng of a cursed man, 

Though to other may profite, 

Hymsilf it availeth not a myte ,* 

For ofte goode predicaeioun 
Cometh of evel entencioun. 

To hym not yaileth his preehing 
Alle helps he other with his teching; 
For where they good ensaumple take,. 
There is he with veynglorie shake. '* 

6 But late us leven these prechoures, 
And speke of hem that in her toures 
Hepe up her gold, and faste shette, 
And sore theron her herte sette, . 
They neither love God, ne drede; 

They kepe more than it is nede, 

And in her bagges sore it bynde; 

Out of the sonne, and of the wynde, 
They putte up more than nede were, 
Whanne they seen pore folk forfare, f 
F$r hunger ^ie, and for cold quake; 
God can wel vengeaunee therof take., 


Thre grete myscheves hem assailith, 
And thus in gadring ay travaylith; 

With myche peyne they Wynne riehesse, 
And drede hem holdith in distress©, 

To kepe that they gadre faste; 

With sorwe they leve it at the laste; , 
With sorwe they both© dye and lyve* 
That unto riehesse her hertis yive, 

A»d in defaute of love it is, 


it she^itfc firi ml, iwys; 

$ tjse.sethe.to seyn;, 








THE ROMATINT OF THE ROSE* 177 

And goode love regned over-alle. 

Such wikkidnesse ne shulde falle; 

But he shulde yeve that most good hadde 
To hem that weren in nede bistadde. 

And lyve withoute false usure, 5800 

For eharite, fulle clene and pure. ' 

If they hem yeve to goodnesse, 

Defendyng hem from ydelnesse, 

In alle this world thanne pore noon 
We shulde fynde, I trowe not oon. 

But chaunged is this world unstable, 

For love is over-alle vendable. 

We se that no man loveth no we 
But for wynnyng and for prowe; 

And love is thralled in servage ssio 

Whanne it is sold for avauntage; 

Yit wommen wole her bodyes selle; 

Suche soules goth to the devel of helle/ 

* # * * * 

Whanne Love hadde told hem his entente, 

The baronage to councel wente; 

In many sentences they fille, 

And dyversely they seide hir tille : 

But aftir discorde they accordede, 

And her accord to Love reco^dede. 

* Sir,’ seiden they, * we ben atone, 5820 

Bi evene accorde of everichone, 

Outake Richesse al oonly, 

That swome hath ful hauteynly, 

That she the castelle nyl not assaile, 

Ne smyte a stroke in this bataile, 

With darte, ne mace, spere, ne knyf, 

For man that spekith or berith the lyf, 
von. vi. n 
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And blameth youre emprise, iwys, 

And from oure hoost departed is, 

Atte lesta wey, as in this plyte, 

So hath she this man in dispite; 

For she seith he ne loved hir never, 

And therfore she wole hate hym evere. 
For he wole gadre no tresoure, 

He hath hir wrath for evermore. 

He agylte hir never in other caas, 

Lo, heere alle hoolly his Jrespas! 

She seith wel, that this other day 
He axide hir leve to gone the way 
That is clepid To-moche-yevyng, 

And spak full© faire in his praiyng; 

But whanne he praiede hir, pore was he, 
Therfore she warned hym the entre. 

Ne yit is he not thryven so 
That he hath geten a peny or two, 

That quytely is his owne in holde. 

Thus hath Richesse us alle tolde; 

And whanne Riehesse us this recorded, 
Withouten hir we ben accorded. 

And we fynde in oure accordaunce, 
That False-semblant and Abstinaunce, 
With alle the folk of her bataille, 

Shulle at the 1 hyndre gate assayle, 

That Wikkid-tunge hath in kepyng, 
With his Normans fulle of janglyng. 

And with hem Curtesie and Largest 
That shulle shewe her hardynesse, 

. .To the aide wyf that kepte so harde , 
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Fonde Shame adowne to brynge, 

With alle her oost erly and late; 

They shulle assailen that ilke gate. 

Agaynes Drede shalle Hardynesse 
Assayle, and also Sikernesse, 

With alle the folk of her ledyng, 

That never wist<? what was fleyng. 

Fraunchise shalle fight, and eke Pitd, 

With Dannger fulle of cruelty. 

Thus is youre hoosfc ordeyned wele; 5870 

Doune shalle the eastelle every dele, 

[f everiche do his entent, 

3 o that Venus be present, 

5 foure modir, fulle of vesselage, 

That can ynough of such usage; 

Withouten hir may no wight spede 
rhis werk, neithir for word ne deede. 

Therfore is good ye for hir sende, 

For thurgh hir may this werk amende/ 

Amour. Lordynges, my modir, the goddesse, 5880 
That is my lady, and my maistresse, 
tfis not alle at my willyng, 
tfe doth not alle my desiryng. 
fit can she some tyme done labour, 

Vhanne that hir lust, in my socour, 

^s my nede is for to a-cheve, 
hit now I thenke hir not to greve, 
ly modir is she, and of childehede 
bothe worships hir, and eke drede ; 
hr who that dredith sire ne dame, 5890 

hal it abye in body or name, 
aid, netheles, yit kunne we 
ende affcir hir, if nede be, 
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And were she nygh, she comen wolde, 

I trowe that no thyng myghtfur holde. 

Mi modir is of gret prowesse; 

She hath tan many a fortresse, 

That cost hath many a pounde er this, 
There I nas not present, ywis; * 

And yit men seide it was my dede; t 
But I come never in that stede; 

Ne me ne likith, so mote I the, 

That such toures ben take withoute me. 
For-why me thenkith that in no wise 
It may bene clepid but marchandise. 

e Go bye a courser blak: or white. 

And pay therfore ; than art thou quyte. 
The marchaunt owith thee right nought, 
Ne thou hym whanne thou it hast bought. 
I wole not sellyng clepe yevyng, s 

For sellyng axeth no guerdonyng; 

Here lith no thank, ne no merite, 

That oon goth from that other al quyte. 
But this sellyng is not semblable; 

For, whanne his hors is in the stable, 

He may it selle ageyn, pardd, 

And wynnen on it, such happe may be ; 
Alle may the man not leese, iwys. 

For at the leest the skynne is his. 

Or ellis, if it so bitide s 

That he wole kepe his hors to ride, 

Tit is he lord ay of his horse. 

But thilke chaffare is wel worse. 

There Venus enfaremetith ought; 

Fbr who-so such ehafiare hath boughtr 
3K sh$ ii6£ wdrehen so wisely* 
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That he ne shal leese ai outerly 
Bothe hi#money and his chafFare; 

But the seller of the ware. 

The prys and profit have shalle. 5930 

Certeyn the bier shal leese alle, 

For he ne can so dere it bye 
To have lordship and fulle maistrie, 

Ne have power to make lettyng, 

Neithir for yift ne for prechvng, 

That of his cljaffare maugre his, 

Another shal have as moche iwis, 

If he wole yeve as myche as he, 

Of what contrey so that he be; 

Or for right nought, so happe may, 5940 
If he can Hater hir to hir pay. 

Ben thanne siche marchauntz wise ? 

No, but fooles in every wise, 

Whanne they bye sich thyng wilfully, 

There as they leese her good folyly. 

But natheles, this dar I say. 

My modir is not wont to pay. 

For she is neither so fool ne nyce. 

To entremete hir of sich vice. 

But trusts wel, he shal pay alle, 5950 

That repent of his bargeyn shalle, 

Whanne Poverte putte hym in distresse, 

Alle were he scoler to Riehesse; 

That is for me in gret yernyng, 

Whanne she assentith to my willyng. 

‘ But, hy my modir seint Venus* 

And by hir fader Saturnus, 

That hir engendride by his lyf. 

But not upon his weddid wyf I 
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Yit wole I more unto you swere, 

To make this thyng the seurere 
Now by that feith, and that leautd 
That I owe to alle my britheren fre, 
Of which ther nys wight undir heven ' 
That kan her fadris names neven, 

So dyverse and so many ther be, 

That with my modir have be privd ! 
Yit wolde I swere, for sikirnesse, 

The pole of helle to my witnesse, 

Now drynke I not this yeere clarrd, 

If that I lye, or forsworne be! 

For of the goddes the usage is. 

That who-so hym forswereth amys, 
Shal that yeer drynke no clarrd. 

Now have I sworne ynough, pardee; 

If I forswere me, thanne am I lorne. 
But I wole never be forsworne; 

Syth Richesse hath me failed heere, 
She shal abye that trespas ful dere, 
Atte leeste wey, but she hir arme 
With swerd, or sparth, or gysarme. 

For certis sith she loveth not me, 

Fro thilk tyme that she may se 
The castelle and the tour to shake. 

In sory tyme she shal a-wake. 

If I may grepe a riche man 
I shal so pulle hym, if I can, 

That he shal, in a fewe stoundes, 

Rese alle his markis and his poundis. 

X jshal hym make his pens outslynge, 
his; gerner sprynge 
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That hym shal neden fetheres mo, 

And make hym selle his londe to spende, 

But he the bet kunne hym defende. 

f Pore men han maad her lord of me * 
Al-though they not so myghty be, 

That they may fede me in delite, 

I wole not have hem in despite. 

No good man hateth hem, as X gesse, eooo 
For ehynche and feloun is Richesse, 

That so can chase hem and dispise, 

And hem defoule in sondry wise. 

They loven fulle bet, so God me spede, 

Than doth the riche chynehy grede, 

And ben in good feith, more stable 
And trewer, and more serviable. 

And therfore it suihsith me 
Her goode herte and her beautd 6010 

They han on me sette alle her though 
And therfore I forgete hem nought. 

I wole hem bringe in grete noblesse, 

If that I were God of Richesse, 

As I am God of Love sothely, 

Sich ronthe upon her pleynt have I. 

Therfore I must his soeour be, 

That peyneth hym to serven me^ 

For if he deide for love of this,. 

Thanne someth in me ho love ther is/ 

c Sir,’ seide they, f soth is every deel 6020 
That ye reheree, and we wote wel 
TAilk oth to holde is resonable ; 

For it is good and covenable. 

That ye On riche men han sworn e. 

For, sir, this wote we wel biforne; 
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If riche men done you homage, 

That is as fooles done outrage; 

But ye shulle not forsworne be, 

Ne lette therfore to drynke clarrd, 

Or pyment makid fresh and newe. 
Ladies shulle hem such pepir brewe. 

If that they fall© into her laas, 

That they for woo mowe seyn ‘ Mias F 
Ladyes shullen evere so curteis be, 

That they shal quyte youre oth aHe free. 
Ne sekith never othir vicaire, 

For they shal speke with hem so fair© 
That ye shal holde you paied fulle wele. 
Though ye you medle never a dele, 

Late ladies worth e with her thyngis. 
They shal hem telle so fele tidynges, 
And moeve hem eke so many requestis 
Bi flateri, that not honest is, 

And therto yeve hem such thankynges, 
What with kissyng, and with talkynges, 
That certis, if they trowed be, 

Shal never leve hem londe ne fee 
That it nyl as the moeble fare, 

Of which they first delyverid are. 

Now may ye telle us alle youre wille. 
And we youre heestes shal fulfills 
‘ But Fals-semblant dar not, for drede 
Of you, sir, medle hym of this dede* 

For he seith that ye ben hi$ foo; 

H© note, if ye wole wqrche hym w©€>* 

, Ji^erfore ^e.pray yen all§, b^u sire* 
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With Abstinence his dere lemman; 

This oure accord and oure will© nowe. 7 6060 
* Parfay, 7 seide Love, ‘ I graunte it yowe; 

I wole wel holde hym for my man; 

Now late hym come: 7 and he forth ran. 

‘ Fals-semblant, 7 quod Love, 4 in this wise 
I take thee heere to my servise. 

That thou oure freendis helpe aZway, 

And hyndreth hem neithir nyght ne day, 

But do thy myght hem to releve, 

And eke oure enemyes that thou greve. 

Thyne be this myght, I graunte it thee, 6070 
My kyng of harlotes shalt thou be; 

We wole that thou have such honour. 
Certeyne thou art a fals traitour. 

And eke a theef; sith thou were borne, 

A thousand tyme thou art forsworne. 

But, netheles, in oure heryng, 

To putte oure folk out of doutyng, 

I bidde thee teche hem, wostowe howe ? 

Bi somme general signe nowe, 

In what place thou shalt founden be, 6080 
If that men had de myster of thee, 

And how men shal thee best espye. 

For thee to knowe is gret maistrie ; 

Telle in what place is thyn hauntyng. 7 

F. Sem. —Sir I have fele dyverse wonyng, 
That I kepe not rehersed be, 

So that ye wolde respiten me. 

For if that I telle you the sothe, 

I may have harme and shame bothe. 

Tf that my felowes wisten it, eoeo 

My tails shulden me be quytt; 
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For certeyne they wolde hate me, 

If ever 1 knewe her cruelte; 

For they wolde overall© holde hem stille 
Of trouthe that is ageyne her wille; 

Suche tales kepen they not here. 

I myght eftsoone bye it fulle deere, 

If I seide of hem ony thing, 

That ought displesith to her heryng. 

For what word that hem prikke or biteth, t 
In that word noon of hem deliteth, 

A1 were it gospel the evangile, 

That wolde reprove hem of her gile, 

For they are cruel and hauteyne. 

And this thyng wote I welle certeyne, 

If I speke ought to peire her loos, 

Your court shal not so welle be cloos, 

That they ne shalle wite it atte last. 

Of goods men am I nought agast, 

For they wole taken on them no thyng, ei 
Whanne that they knowe al my menyng; 
But he that wole it on hym take, 

He wole hym-silf suspecious make, 

That he his lyf let covertly, 

In Gile and in Ipocrisie, 

That me engendred and yaf fostryng/ 

* They made a fulle good engendryng/ 
Quod Love, ‘for who-so sothly telle, 

They engendreds the devel of helle. 

But nedely, how-eo-evere it be/ m 

Quod Love, c I wole and charge thee* 

3J& te&e ancon. thy wonyng places, ■'* 

that in this place is V S 
tfeou,lyyest ( aIsO ? ■;/$ 
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Hide it no lenger now; wherto ? 

Thou most discovere alle thi wurchyng, 

How thou servest, and of what thyng, 
Though that thou shuldist for thi sothe sawe 
Ben al to-beten and to-drawe; 

And yit art thou not wont, pardee. 6130 
But natheles, though thou beten be, 

Thou shalt not be the first, that so 
Hath for soth sawe suffred woo/ 

F . Sem. —Sir, sith that it may liken you, 
Though that I shulde be slayne right now, 

I shal done youre comaundement, 

For therto have I gret talent/ 

Withouten wordis mo, right thanne, 
Fals-semblant his sermon biganne, 

And seide hem thus in audience:— 6X40 

Barouns, take heede of my sentence ! 

TJiat wight that list to have knowing 
Of Fals-semblant fulle of flatering, 

He must in worldly folk hym seke, 

And, certes, in the cloistres eke; 

I wone no where but in hem twey; 

But not lyk even, soth to sey; 

Shortly, I wole herberwe me, 

There I hope best to hulstred be; 

And certeynly, sikerest hidyng, eiso 

Is uruMrnethe humblest clothing. 

4 Religiouse folk ben fulle covert; 

Seeuler folk ben more appert. 

But natheles, I wole not blame 
Religious folk, ne hem difiame, 

In what habit that ever they go : 

Religioun tunble, and trewe also, 
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Wole I not blame, ne dispise, 

But I nyl love it in no wise. 

I mene of fals religious, 

That stoute ben, and malicious ; 

That wolen in an abit goo, 

And setten not her herte therto. 
Religious folk ben al pitous; 

Thou shalt not seen oon dispitous. 

They loven no pride, ne no strif, 

But humbZely they wole lede her lyf, 
With which folk wole I never be. 

And if I dwelle, I feyne me. 

I may wel in her abit go ; 

But me were lever my nekke a~two, 
Than lette a purpose that I take, 

What covenaunt that ever I make. 

I dwelle with hem that proude be, 

And fulle of wiles and subtilitd ; 

That worship of this world coveiten, 

And grete nede kunnen espleiten ; 

And gone and gadren gret pitaunc^z, 

And purchace hem the acqueyntauneez 
Of men that myghty lyf may leden; 
And feyne hem pore, and hem-silf feden 
With gode morcels delicious, 

4nd drinken goode wyne precious, 

And preche us povert and distresse, 

And fisshen hem-silf gret richesse, 

With wily nettis that they caste; 

It wole come foule out at the laste. 
They ben fro clene riligioun went; 

• Thky make the world an argument, 
That a font© eonolusioUn. 
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* I have a robe of religioun, 

Thanne am I alle religious 
This argument is alle roignous ; 

It is not worth a croked brere; 

^4bit ne makith neithir monk ne frere, 

But clene iyf and devocioun, 

Makith gode men of religioun.. 

Netheles, ther kan noon answere, 

How high that evere his heed he shere 
With rasour whetted never so kene, 6200 

That Gile in braunches kut thrittene, 

Ther can no wight distincte it so, 

That he dare sey a word therto. 

* But what herberwe that ever I take. 

Or what semblant that evere I make, 

I mene but gile, and folowe that; 

For right no mo than Gibbe oure cat, 

That awayteth mice and rattes to Jcyllen, 

Ne entende I but to bigilyng; 6210 

Ne no wight may, by my clothing, 

Wite with what folk is my dwellyng 
Ne by my wordis yit, parde, 

So softe and. so plesaunt they be. 

Biholde the dedis that I do ; 

But thou be blynde thou oughtest so ; 

For varie her wordis fro her deede, 

They thenke on gile, withoute dreede, 

What manor clothing that they were, 

Or what estate that evere they here, 6220 

Lered or lewde, lord or lady, 

Knyght, squyer, burgeis, or bayly.’ 

Right thus while Fals-semblant sermoneth; 
Eftsones Love hym aresoneth, 
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And brake his tale in his spekyng 
As though he had hym tolde lesyng. 

And seide : ‘What devel is that I here? 
What folk hast thou us nempned heere ? 
May men fynde religioun 
Jn worldly habitacioun?’ 

F. Sent .— * Yhe, sir; it folowith not that 
Shulde lede a wikked lyf, parfey, 

- Ne not therfore her soules leese, 

That hem to worldly clothes chese; 

For, certis, it were gret pitee. 

Men may in seculer clothes see, 

Florishen hooly religioun. 

Fulle many a seynt in feeld and toune, 
With many a virgin© glorious, 

Devoute, and fulle religious, 

Han deied, that comyn cloth ay beeren, 
Yit seyntes nevere-the-lesse they weren. 

I eowde reken you many a ten; 

Yhe, wel nygh alle these hooly wymmen, 
That men in chirchis herie and seke, 

Bothe maydens, and these wyves eke, 

That baren fulle many a faire child heere, 
Wered alwey clothis seculere, 

And in the same dieden they 
That seyntes weren, and ben alwey. 

The .xj. thousand maydens deere, 

That beren in heven her ciergis elere, 

Of whiche men rede in chirche, and synge. 
Were take in seculer clothing, 

. ,WMhne ihey resseyved martirdome, 

hevene- unto her home. , ; 

'■ thought * 
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The clothing yeveth ne reveth nought. 

The goode thought and the torching, 

That makith the religioun flowryng ; 

Ther lyth the good# religioun, 6260 

Aftir the right entencioun. 

1 Who-so took a wethers skynne, 

And wrapped a gredy wolf therynne, 

For he shulde go with lambis whyte, 

Wenest thou not he wolde hem bite ? 

Yhis! neverthelasse, as he were woode. 

He wolde hem wery, and drinke the bloode ; 
And wel the rather hem diseeyve, 

For sith they coVde not perceyve 

His treget, and his eruelte, m o 

They wolde hym folowe, al wolde he fie. 

e If ther be wolves of siche hewe, 

Amonges these apostlis newe, 

Thou, hooly chirehe, thou maist be wailed! 

Sith that thy citee is assayled 
Thourgh knyghtis of thyn owne table, 

God wote thi lordship is doutable! 

If thei enforces it to Wynne, 

That shulde defende it fro withynne, 

Who myghte defense ayens hem make? 62S0 
Without*? stroke it mote be take. 

Of trepeget or mangonel; 

Withoute displaiyng of penseL 
And if God nyl done it socour. 

But lat renne in this colour, 

Thou most thyn heestis laten be. 

Thanne is ther nought, but yelde thee. 

Or yeve hem tribute, doutlees, 

And holde it of hem to have pees: 
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But gretter harm© bitide thee, 

That they al maister of it be. 

Wei konne they scorne thee withal; 

By day stuffen they the walle, 

And al the nyght they mynen there. 

Nay, thou planten most elles where 
Thyn ympes, if thou wolt fruyt have. 
Abide not there thi-silf to save, 

< But now pees ! heere I turne ageyne; 
I wole nomore of this thing seyne, 

If I may passen me herby, 

For I myghte maken you wery. 

But I wole heten you al-way, 

To helpe voure freendis what I may. 

So they wollen my company; 

For they be shent al outerly, 

But if so falle, that I be 

Ofte with hem, and they with me. 

And eke my lemman mote they serve. 

Or they shulle not my love deserve. 
Forsothe I am a fals traitour; 

God juggede me for a theef trichour ; 
Forsworne I am, but wel nygh none 
Wote of my gile, til it be done. 

* Thourgh me hath many oon deth 
That my treget never© aperceyved ; 

And yit reseyveth, and shal resseyve, 

That my falsnesse shal never© a-perceyve: 
But who-so doth, if he wise Jbe, 
fiym is right good be warre of-me. 

;®M:SO sl^h is the,a-perceyyyng';• • 


6299 
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[n every shape homely and straunge, 

3owde nevere sich gile ne tresoune 
Is I; for I eome never in tonne 
There as I myghte knowen be, 

Though men me bothe myght here and see. 
?ulle wel I can my clothis chaunge, 

Take oon, and make another straunge. 

fow am I knyght, now chasteleyne ; 6&30 

'low prelat, and now chapeleyne; 

Jow prest, now clerk, and now forstere; 
fow am I maister, now scolere; 
fow monke, now chanoun, now baily; 

Vhat ever mystec man am I. 
low am I prince, now am I page, 
md kan by herte every langage. 
omme tyme am I hore and olde; 
low am I yonge, stoute, and bolde ; 

Tow am I Eobert, now Kobyn ; 6340 

low frere menour, now jacobyn; 
nd with me folwith my loteby, 

'o done me solas and company, 
hat hight dame Abstinence, and reyned 
i many a queynte array feyned. 
yght as it cometh to hir lykyng, 
fulfill e al hir desiryng. 

2 mtyme a wommans cloth take I; 
ow am I a mayde, now lady. 

2mtyme I am religious ,* , 6350 

ow lyk an anker in an hons. 
xmtyme am I a prioresse, 
nd now a nonne, and now abbesse; 
nd go thurgh alle regiouns, 
xkyng alle religiouns. 

)L. VI. 


o 
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But to what ordre that I am sworne, 
I take the strawe and bete the eorne; 
To joly folk I enhabite, 

I axe nomore but her abite. 

What wole ye more ? in every wise 
Right as me lyst I me disgise. 

Wei can I were me undir wede; 
Unlyk is my word to my dede. 

Thus make I into my trappis falle, 
Thurgh my pryveleges, alle 
That ben in Cristendome alyve. 

I may assoile, and I may shryve, 

That no prelat may lette mp, 

Alle folk, where evere thei founde be: 
I note no prelate may done so, 

But it the pope be, and no mo, 

That made thilk establisshing. 

Now is not this a propre thing ? 

But were my sleightis a-perceyved, 

Ne shulde I more hen receyved 
As I wjis wont ; and wostow whye ? 
Bor I dide hem a tregetrie; 

But therof yeve I a lytel tale, 

I have the silver and the male, 

So have I prechid and eke shreven* 

So have I take, so have I yeven, 
Thurgh her foly, husbonde and wyf, 
That I lede right a joly lyf, 

Thurgh symplesse of the prelaeye ; . 
They knowe not al my tregeftrie; 

‘ But ior aemoche as man aad. wyf 
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Er ony wight his housel took, 

Thanne have I pryvylegis large, 

That may of myche thing discharge, 

For he may seie right thus parde: 
e Sir Preest, in shrift I telle it thee, 

That he to whom that I am shryven 
Hath me assoiled, and me yeven 
For penaunce sothly for my synne, 

Which that I fonde me gilty ynne; 

Ne I ne have nevere entencionn 
To make double confessioun, 

Ne reherce efte my shrift to thee; 

0 shrift is right ynough to me. 

This oughts thee suffice wele, 

Ne be not rebel never a dele; 

For certis, though thou haddist it swome, 
I wote no prest ne prelat borne 
That may to shrift efte me constreyne. 
And if they done I wole me pleyne ; 

For I wote where to pleyne wele. 

Thou shalt not streyne me a dele, 

Ne enforce me, ne not me trouble, 

To make my confessioun double. 

Ne I have none affeeeioun 
To have double absolucioun. 

The firste is right ynough to me ; 

This latter assoilyng quyte I thee. 

I am unbounde; what maist thou fynde 
More of my syrtnes me to unbynde ? 

For he that myght hath in his honde, 

Of alle my synnes me, unbonde. 

And if thou wolt me thus constreyne, 

That me mote nedis on thee pleyne, 
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There shalle no jugge imperial, 

Ne bisshop, ne official, 

Done jugement on me; for I 
Shal gone and pleyne me openly 
Unto my shriftefadir newe, 

That highte Frere Wolf untrewe, 

And he shal cheveys hym for me, 

For I trowe he can hampre thee. 

But, lord ! he wolde be wrooth withalle, 

If men hym wolde Frere Wolf calle ! 643c 

For he wolde have no pacience, 

But done al cruel vengeaunce! 

He wolde his myght done at the leeste, 

No thing spare for Goddis heeste. 

And, God so wys be my socour, 

But thou yeve me my savyour 
At Ester, whanne it likith me, 

Withoute presyng more on thee, 

I wole forth, and to hym gone, 

And he shal housele me anoon, 644< 

For I am out of thi grucching; 

I kepe not dele with thee no thing/ 

Thus may he shryve hym, that forsaketh 
His paroche prest, and to me takith.’ 

And if the prest wole hym refuse, 

I am fulle redy hym to accuse, 

And hym punysshe and hampre so. 

That he his chirche shal forgo. 

‘ But who-so hath in his felyng 
The consequence of such shryvyng, 64s 

Stei' sene that, prest may new have mygkt 
To kno^a .the conscience a-right / . , ■> 

Of Eym th# is undir his cure. 
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And this ageyns holy scripture, 

That biddith every heerde honeste 
Have verry knowing of his beeste. 

But pore folk that gone by strete, 

That have no gold, ne sommes grete, 

Hem wolde I lete to her prelates, 

Or lete her prestis knowe her states, 6460 

For to me right nought yeve they ; 

‘ And why is it V e For they ne may. 

They ben so bare, I take no kepe; 

But I wole have the fat te sheepe; 

Lat parish prestis have the lene, 

I yeve not of her harme a bene! 

And if that prelates grucche it, 

That oughten wroth be in her witt, 

To leese her fatte beestes so, 

I shal yeve hem a stroke or two, 6470 

That they shal leesen with the force, 

Yhe, bothe her mytre and her croce. 

Thus jape I hem, and have do longe, 

My pryveleges ben so stronge.’ 

Fals-semblant wolde have s'tynted heere. 

But Love ne made hym no such cheere, 

That he was wery of his sawe ; 

But for to make hym glad and fawe. 

He seide:—* Telle on more specialy, 

Hou that thou servest untrewely. * 6480 

Telle forth, and shame thee never a dele 
For, as thyn abit shewith wele, 

Thou servest an hooly heremyte/ 

‘ Sothe is; but I am but an ypocrite/ 

‘ Thou goste and prechest poverty?’ 

‘ Yhe, sir; but Bichesse hath poust^/ 
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c Thou prechest abstinence also ? ’ 

* Sir, I wole fillen, so mote I go, 

My paunche of goode mete and wyne, 

As shulde a maister of dyvyne; 

For how that I me pover feyne, 

Yit alle pore folk I disdeyne. 

I love bettir that queyntaunee, 

Ten tyme, of the kyng of Fraunce, 

Than of a pore man of mylde mode, 

Though that his soule be al-so gode. 

For whanne I see beggers.quakyng, 

Naked on myxnes al stynkyng, 

For hungre crie, and eke for care, 

I entremete not of her fare. 

They ben so pore, and ful of pyne, 

They myghte not oonys yeve me a dyne. 

For they have no thing but her lyf; 

What shulde he yeve that likketh his knyf ? 
It is but foly to entremete, 

To seke in houndes nest fat mete. 

Lete here hem to the spitel anoon, 

But, for me, comfort gete they noon. 

But a riche sike usurers 
Wolde I visite and drawe nere. 

Hym wole I comforte and rehete. 

For I hope of his gold to gete. 

And if that wikkid Beth hym have, 

I wole go with hym to his grave. 

And if ther ony reprove me, 

Why that I lete the pore be, 
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Of synne, than han pore wreeches, 6520 

And han of counsel more mister ; 

And therfore I wole draw© hem ner. 

But as grete hurt, it may so be, 

Hath a soule in right grete poverte, 

. As soule is grete richesse, forsothe, 

A 1 he it that they hurten bothe. 

For richesse and mendicitees 
Ben clepid ,ij. extremytees; 

The mene is cleped suffisaunce, 

Ther lyth of vertu the aboundaunee. 6630 
For Salamon fulle wel I wote, 

In his parablis us wrote, 

As it is knowe to many a wight, 

In his thrittene chapitre right;— 

God thou me kepe, for thi pouste, 

Fro richesse and mendicite ; 

For if a riche man hym dresse, 

To thenke to myche on richesse. 

His herte on that so fer is sett, 

That he his creatour foryett6540 
And hym that beggith, wole ay greve. 

How shulde I bi his word hym lev© ? 
Unnethe that he nys a mycher, 

Forsworn©, or ellis Goddis Iyer. 

Thus seith Salamon^ sawes. 

Ne w© fynde writen in no lawis, 

And namely in cure Cristea lay, 

Whoso seith, * yhe/ I dar sey , 4 nay 9 
That Crist, ne his apostlis dere, 

While that they walkide in erthe heere, 6550 
Were never seen her bred beggyng, 

For they nolden beggen for no thing. 
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And right thus was men wont to teche ; 

And in this wise wolde it preche, 

The maistres of divinite 
Somtyme in Parys the citee. 

* And if men wolde ther geyn appose 
The nakid text, and lete the glose, 

It niyghte soone assoiled be ; 

For men may wel the sothe see, 656 < 

That, parde, they myght aske a thing 
Pleynly forth without^ begging. 

For they weren Goddis herdis deere, 

And cure of soules hadden heere, 

They nolde no thing begge her fode ; 

For aftir Crist was done on rode, 

With her propre handis they wrought^, 

And with travel, and ellis nought, 

They wonnen alle her sustenaunce, 

And lyveden forth in her penaunce, 657 < 
And the remenaunt yaf awey 
To other poore folkis alwey. 

They neither bilden tour ne halle, 

But they in houses smale with alle. 

A myghty man that can and may, 

Shulde with his honde and body alway, 
Wynne hym his fode in laboring, \ 

If he ne have rent or sich a thing, \ ; 

Al-though he be religious, 1 
And God to serven curious. 6 fiS( 

Thus mote he done, or do trespas, 

But if it be in certeyn eaa, 

That I can reherce, if myster be. 

Eight wel, whanne I the tyme se. 

the book of Seynt Austyne^ 



THE ROMAUNT OF THE ROSE. 201 


Be it in papir or perchemyne, 

There as he writ of these worchynges, 

Thou shalt seen that noon excusynges 
A parfit man ne shulde seke 
Bi wordis, ne bi dedis eke, 6 seo 

Al-though he be religious, 

And God to serven curious, 

That he ne shal, so mote I go, 

With propre hondis and body also, 

Gete his fode in laboryng, 

If he ne have proprete of thing. 

Yit shulde he selle alle his substaunce, 

Amd with his swynk have sustenaunce, 

If he be. parfit in bountd. 

Thus han tho bookes tolde me: &oo 

For he that wole gone ydilly. 

And usith it ay 5 esily 
Go haunten other mennes table, 

He is a treehour ful of fable, 

Ne he ne may, by gode resoun, 

Excuse hym by his orisoun. 

For men bihoveth, in somme gise, 

Ben somtyme in Goddis servise. 

To gone and purehasen her nede. 

Men mote eten, that is no drede, eeio 

/ And slope, and dc do other thing, 

So lofige may they leve praiyng. 

So may they eke her praier blynne, 

While that they werke her mete to Wynne. 
Seynt Austyn wole therto accorde, 

In thilke book that I recorde. 

Justinian eke, that made lawes, 

Hath thus forboden by olde dawes : 
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‘ No man, up peyne to be dede, 

Mighty of body, to begge his brede, 0020 
If he may swynke it for to gete; 

Men shulde hym rather mayine or bete, 

Or done of hym aperte justice, 

Than sufiren hym in such malice. 7 
* They done not wel, so mote I go, 

That taken such almesse so, 

But if they have somme pryvelege, 

That of the peyne hem wole allege. 

But how that is, can I not see, 

But if the prince disseyved be ; 0030 

Ne I ne wene not sikerly, 

That they may have it rightfully. 

But I wole not determine 
Of prynces power, ne defyne, 

Ne by my word comprende, iwys. 

If it so ferre may strecche in this. 

I wole not entremete a dele; 

But I trowe that the book seith wele, 

Who that takith almessis, that be 
Dewe to folk that men may se 0040 

Lame, feble, wery, and bare, 

Pore, or in such maner care. 

That konne Wynne hem never mo, 

For they have no power therto, 

He etith his owne dampnyng, 

But if He lye that made al thing. 
iMad if ye such a truaunt fynde^ 

Chastise hym wel, if ye be kynde. 

*, wdde hate you, per cas, 

> . ffies m her laasv 
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If that they myghte, late or rathe; 

For they he not fulle pacient, 

That han the world thus foule blent. 

And witeth wel, that as God bad 
The good-man selle al that he hadde, 

And folowe hym, and to pore it yeve, 

He wolde not therfore that he lyve, 

To serven hym in mendience, 

For it was nevere his sentence ; 

But he bad wirken whanne that neede is, 
And folwe hym in goode dedis. 

Seynt Poule that loved al hooly chirehe, 
He bade thappostles for to wirche, 

And wynnen her lyflode in that wise. 

And hem defended*? truaundise, 

And seide, ‘ wirketh with youre honden f 
Thus shulde the thing be undirstonden. 
He nolde, iwys, have bidde hem begging, 
Ne sellen gospel, ne prechyng, 

Lest they berafte, with her askyng, 

Folk of her catel or of her thing. 

For in this world is many a man 
That yeveth his good, for he ne can 
Werne it for shame, or ellis he 
Wolde of the asker dely vered be; 

And for he hym encombrith so, 

He yeveth hym good to late hym go: 

But it can hym no thyng profits, 

They lese the yift and the meryte. 

The good* folk that Poule to preehede, 
Profred hym ofte, whan he hem teehed*, 
3 omme of her good in charitd; 

But therfore right no thing toke he; 
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' But of his hondwerk wolde he gete 
Clothes to wryne hym, and his mete. 

‘ Telle me thanne how a man may lyven, 
That al his good to pore hath yiven, 

And wole but oonly bidde his bedis, 

And never with hondes laboure his nedis. 66 
May he do so ?’ £ yhe, sir.’ £ And how ? ? 

£ Sir, I wole gladly telle yow:— 

Seynt Austyn seith, a man may be 
In houses that han propretd, 

As templers and hospitelers, 

And as these chanouns regulers, 

Or white monkes, or these blake, 

I wole no mo ensamplis make, 

And take therof his sustenyng, 

For therynpe lyth no begging, 67 

But other weyes not, ywys; 

Yit Austyn gabbith not of this. 

And yit fulle many a monke laboreth, 

That God in hooly chirche honoureth 
For whanne her swynkyng is agone, 

They rede and synge in chirche anone. 

* And for ther hath ben gret discorde, 

As many a wight may bere recorde, 

Upon the estate of mendiciens, 

I wole shortly, in youre presence, e 

Telle how a man may begge at nede, 

That hath not wherwith hym to fede, 

Maugre his felones jangelyngis, 

For sothfastnesse wole none hidyngis; 

And yit pereas I may abeya. 

That ! to yow sothly thus seye. 

. heere the eaas especial; ; — 
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If a man be so bestial. 

That he of no craft hath science, 

And nought desireth ignorence, 
Thanne may he go a begging yerne, 
Til he somme maner crafte kan lerne, 
Thurgh which, without^ truaundyng, 
He may in trouthe have his lyvyng. 
Or if he may done no labour, 

For elde, or sykenesse, or langour, 

Or for his tendre age also, 

Thanne may he yit a begging go. 

Or if he have peraventure, 

Thurgh usage of his norture, 

Lyved over deliciously, 

Thanne oughten good folk comunly 
Han of his myscheef somme pitee, 
And suffren hym also, that he 
May gone aboute and begge his breed. 
That he be not for hungur deed. 

Or if he have of craft kunnyng, 

And strengths also, and desiryng 
To wirken, as he hadefe what, 

But he fynde neithir this ne that, 
Thanne may he begge til that he 
Have geten his necessite. 

Or if his wynnyng be so lite* 

That his labour wole not acquyte 
Sufficiantly al his lyvyng, 

Yit may he go his breed begging; 

Fro dore to dore, he may go trace, 

Til he the remenaunt may purchace. 
Or if a man wolde undirtake 
Ony emprise for to make, 
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In the rescous of oure lay, 

And it defenden as he may, 

Be it with armes or lettrure. 

Or other covenable cure. 

If it be so he pore be, 

Thanne may he begge, til that he 
May fynde in trouthe for to swynke 
And gete hym clothe, mete, and drynke. 
Swynke he with his hondis corporelle, 

And not with hondis espirituelle. 67< 

In al this caas, and in semblables, 

If that ther ben mo resonables. 

He may begge, as I telle you. heere. 

And ellis nought in no manere, 

As William Seynt Amour wolde preche. 

And ofte wolde dispute and teche 
Of this mater alle openly 
At Parys fulle solemp^ly. 

And also God my soule blesse 

As he had in this stedfastnesse 67 ' 

The aceorde of the universitd, 

And of the puple, as semeth me. 

“ No good man ought© it to refuse, 

Ne ought hym ther of to excuse, 

Be wrothe or blithe, who-so be; 

For I wole speke, and telle it thee, 

AL shulde I dye, and be putt doun. 

As was seynt Poule, in derke prisoun; 

Or he exiled in this caas 

With wrong, as maister William was, m 
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The noble dide such labour 
To susteyne evere the loyalty 
That he to moche agilte me. 

He made a book, and lete it -write, 

Wherein Ms lif he did al write , 

And wolde ieh reneyede begging, 

And lyvedtf by my traveylyng, 6790 

If I ne hadde rent ne other goode. 

What? wened he that I were woode ? 

For labour myghte me never plese, 

I have more wille to bene at ese; 

And have wel lever, soth to seye, 

Bifore the purple patre and prey^, 

And wrie me in my foxerie 
Under a cope of papelardie.’ 

Quod Love, ‘What devel is this that I heere? 
What wordis tellest thou me heere? ? 6800 

‘What, sk*? Falsnesse, that apert is. 

‘Thanne dredist thou not God?’ ‘No, certis: 
For selde in grete thing shal he spede 
In this worlds, that God wole drede; 

For folk that hem to vertu yeven, 

And truely on her owne lyven, 

And hem in goodnesse ay contene, 

On hem is lytel thrift i-smie ; 

Suche folk drinken gret mysese; 

That lyf ne may me never plese. mo 

But se what gold ban usurers. 

And silver eke in her gamers, 

Taylagiers, and these monyours, 

Bailifs, bedels, .provost, eountours; 

These lyven wel nygh by ravyne, 

The smale puple hem mote enclyne. 
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And they as wolves wole hem eten. 

Upon the pore folk they geten 

Fulle moche of that they spende or kepe; 

Nis none of hem that he nyl strepe, esso 
And wrine hem-silfe wel at fulle; 

Withoute scaldyng they hem pulle. 

The stronge the feble overgoth ; 

But I, that were my symple cloth, 

Robbe bo the robbyng and robbours. 

And gile giling, and gilours. 

By my treget, I gadre and threste . 

The grete tresour into my cheste, 

That lyth with me so faste bounde. 

Myn highe paleys do I founde, esso 

And my delites I fulfille, 

With wyne. at feestes at my wille, 

And tables fulle of entremees; 

I wole no lyf, but ese and pees, 

And Wynne gold to spende also. 

For whanne the grete bagge is go. 

It cometh right with my japes. 

Make I not wel tumble myn apes ? 

To wynnen is alwey myn entente; 

My purehace is bettir than my rente 
For though I shulde beten be, 

Over al I entremete me; ' 

Withoute mo may no wight dure., 

I walke soulee for to cure; 

Of al the world core have* I 
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I ne holde not my wittes dulle; 6850 

I wole not stynten, in my lyve, 

These emperours for to shryve, 

Or kyngis, dukis, or lordis grete; 

But pore folk al quyte I lete. 

I love no such shryvyng, parde, 

But it for other cause be. 

I rekke not of pore men, 

Her astate is not worth an hen. 

Where fyndest thou a swynker of labour 
Have me unto his eonfessour ? 6860 

But em per esses, and duchesses, 

Thise queenes, and eke countesses, 

Thise abbessis, and eke bygyns, 

These grete ladyes palasyns, 

These joly knyghtis, and baillvves, 

Thise nonnes, and thise burgeis wyves, 

That riche ben, and eke plesyng, 

And thise maidens welfaryng, 

Wher-so they clad or naked be, 

Uncounceiled goth ther noon fro me. 6870 
And, for her soules savete, 

At lord and lady, and her meynd, 

thei hem to me shryve, 
f al her lyve, 

trowe, bothe meest and leest, 
Hir paroche prest nys but a beest 
Ayens me and my companye, 

That shrewis ben as gret ml; 

For whiehe I wole not hide in holde, 
Nopryvetd that me is tolde, easo 

That I by word or signe, y-wis, 

Wole mak e horn knowe what it is, 
von. tl 2 


I axe, whanoe 
And make hem 
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And they wolen also tellen me; 

They hele fro me no pryvyte. 

And for to make yow hem perceyven, 

That risen folk thus to disceyven, 

I wole you seyn, withouten drede, 

What men may in the Gospel rede, 

Of Seynt Mathew, the gospelere, 

That seith, as I shal you sey heere. 68 

* Uppon the chaire of Moyses ’ 

(Thus is it glosed douteles:— 

That is the olde testament, 

For ther by is the chaire ment) 

‘ Sitte scribes and pharisen 
(That is to seyn, the eursid men, 

Whiche that we ypoeritis calle) 
f Doth that they preehe, I rede you alle. 

But doth not as they don a dele. 

That ben not wery to seye wele, m 

But to do wel, no wille have they; 

And they wolde bynde on folk al-wey, 

That ben to be giled able, 

Burdons that ben importable; 

On folkes shuldris thinges they couehen, 

That they nyl with her fyngris touchen/' 

‘ And why wole they not touche it ? *—‘ Why t 
For hem ne lyst not, sikirly; 

For sadde burdons that men taken. 

Make folkes shuldris aken. 

And if they do ought that good be, 

That is for&lk it shulde se: * 
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The firste and most honourable; 

And for to han the firste ehaieris 
In syhagogis, to hem fulle deere is; 

And willen that folk hem loute and grete, 
Whaitne that they passen thurgh the strete, 6920 
And wolen be cleped Maister also/ 

But they ne shulde not willen so; 

The gospel is ther ageyns I gesse : 

• That shewith wel her wikkidnesse. 

* Another eustome use we:— 

Of hem that wole ayens us be, 

We hate hym deedly everichone, 

And we wole werrey hym, as oon. 

Hym that oon hatith, hate we alle. 

And eongecte hou to done hym falle. 6930 
And if we seen hym wynne honour. 

Richesse or-preis, thurgh his valour, 
Provende, rent, or dignyte, 

Fulle fast, iwys, compassen we 
Bi what ladder he is clomben so; 

And for to maken hym doun to go, 

With traisoun we wole hym defame, 

And done hym Ieese his goode name. 

Thus from his ladder we. hym take, 

And thus his freendis foes we make; 6940 

But word ne wite shal he noon, 

Tflie aft© hise freendis ben his foon., 

For if we. did© it openly. 

We myght have blame redily;* , 

For iadde he wist of oure malice, 

He hadde hym kept, but he were nyee. 

* Another is this, that if so falle, 

That ther be oon among© ns alle 
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That doth a good turne, out of drede, 

We seyn it is oure alder deede. 

Yhe, sikerly, though he it feynede, 

Or that hym list, or that hym deynede 
A man thurgh hym avaunced he, 

Therof alle parseners, be we, 

And tellen folk where-so we go, 

That man thurgh us is sprongen so. 

And for to have of men preysyng, 

We purchace, thurgh oure flateryng, 

Of riche men of gret poust^, 

Lettres, to witnesse oure bounty, ( 

So that man weneth that may us see, 
That alle ver.tu in us be. 

And al-wey pore we us feyne ; 

But how-so that we begge or pleyne, 

We ben the folk, withoute lesyng, 

That alle thing have without havyng; 
Thus be we dred of the puple, iwis. 

And gladly my purpos is this:— 

I dele with no wight, but he 

Have gold and tresour gret plenty; ( 

Her acqueyntaunce wel love I; 

This is moche my desire shortly. 

I entremete me of brokages, 

I make pees and mariages, 

I am, gladly executour, 

And many tymes a proeuratour y 
I am somtyme messageiv... . • 

; That fallith not to my myster. 
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That is to me a gret lykyng. 

And if that ye have ought to do 
In plaee that I repeire to, 

I shal it speden thurgh my witt, 

As soone as ye have told me it. 

So that ye serve me to pay, 

My servyse shal be youre alway. 

But who-so wole chastise me, 

Anoon my love lost hath he; 6990 

For I love no man in no gise, 

That wole me repreve or chastise; 

But I wolde al folk undirtake, 

And of no wight no teching take; 

For I that other folk chastie, 

Wole not be taught fro my folie. 

‘ I love noon hermitage more; 

Alle.desertes and holtes hore 
And grete wodes everichon, 

I lete hem to the Baptist John. 7000 

I quethe hym quyte, and hyra relese 
Of Egipt alle the wildimesse; 

To ferre were alle my mansiouns 
Fro eitees and goode tounes. 

My paleis and myn hous make I 

There men mayrerme ynne openly, # 

And eey; that I the world forsake* 

But al amydde I bilde and make 
My hous, and swimnie and pley tberynne 
Bet than a fish doth with his fynne. 7010 
Of Anteerisfes men am I, 

Of whiehe that Crist seith openly, 

They have abit of hoolynesse, 

And lyven in such wikkednessa. 
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Outward lambren semen we, 

Full© of goodness© and of pitee, 

And inward we, withouten fable, 

Ben gredy wolves ravysable. 

We enviroune bothe londe and se ; 

With alle the world werrien we ; 7 

We wole ordeyne of al thing: 

Of folkis good, and her lyvyng. 

* If ther be castel or citee 
Wherynne that ony begger be, 

Al though that they of Milayne were, 

For therof ben they blamed there ; 

Or if a wight out of mesure, 

Wolde lene his gold, and take usure, 

For that he is so coveitous; 

Or if he be to leccherous, 7 

Or these that haunte symonye; 

Or provost full© of treeherie, 

Or prelat lyvyng jolily, 

Or prest that halt his quene hym by. 

Or olde horis hostilers, 

Or other bawdes or bordillers, 

Or elles blamed of ony vice, 

Of which© men shulden done justice: 

Bi alle the seyntes that me pray, 1 ,'4 
But they defend© hem with: lamprey, % 
With luce, with elys, with samons, 

With tendre gees, and with capons* 


With tartes, or with ohosm f$Me, - , t 
With deynt 4 iawnee* brode and ?. -7 
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Maken thurgh oure golet glide; 

Or but he wole do come in haste 

Roo venysoun £~bake in paste, 7050 

Whether so that he loure or groyne, 

He shal have of a corde a loigne, 

With whiche men shal hym bynde and lede, 
To brenne hym for his synful deede. 

That men shulle here hym erie and rore 
A myle wey aboute and more. 

Or ellis he shal in prisoun dye, 

But if he wole oure ffendship bye, 

Or smerten that that he hath do, 

More than his gilt amounteth to. 7060 

But and he couthe thurgh his sleght 
Do maken up a tour of hight, 

Nought rought I whethir of stone or tree, 

Or erthe, or turves though it be, 

Though it were of no vounde stone, 

Wrought with squyre and scantilone, 

So that the tour were stuffed welle 
With alle riehesse temporelle; 

And thanne that he wolde updresse 
Engyns, bothe more and lesse, 707a 

To east at us, by every side. 

To. here his goock name wide, 
Suefe;sieghtes: I., shal yow nevene. 

Bareges of by sixe or seveae. 

Or gold in sakkis gret plenty 
He shulde soone ddyvered be. 

And if he heme noon sieh pitasunees. 

Late hym study in equipolenees. 

And late lyes and fallaces, 

Lf that he wolde deserve oure graees, mao 
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Or we shal bere hym such witnesse 
Of synne, and of his wreeehidnesse, 

And done his loos so wide renne, 

That al quyk we shulden hym brenne, 

Or ellis yeve hym suche penaunce, 

That is wel wors than the pitaunce. 

* For thou shalt never for no thing 
Kon knowen a-right by her clothing 
The traitours fulle of trecherie, 

But thou her werkis can a-spie. 7090 

And ne hadde the good kepyng be 
Whilom of the universite, 

That kepith the key of Cristendome, 

We hadde turmented al and some . i 




Suche ben the stynkyng prophetis; 

Nys none of hem, that good prophete is; 
For they thurgh wikked entencioun, 

The yeer of the incarnacioun 
A thousand and two hundred yeer, 

Fyve and fifty, ferther ne nere j 

Broughten a book, with sory grace, 

To yeven ensample in comune place, 

That seide thus, though it were fable 
‘ This is the gospel perdurable, • 

That fro the Holy Goost is sent/ ' 

Wel were it worth to bene i-brent. : 
Entitled was in such manere 
This book, .of which I telle hedre. '..[tP 
- Ther ms no wight in alls Farya,. . I 

parvys* ? £ Ti- ||| 
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Fulle many fals comparisoun ;— 
f As moche as thurgh his grete myght. 

Be it of hete or of lyght, 

The Bonne sourmounteth the mone, 

That troublere is, and chaungith soone, 

And the note kemelle the shelle, 

(I seorne not that I yow telle) 7120 

Eight so withouten ony gile 
Sourmounteth this noble evangile. 

The word of ony evangelist.’ 

And to her title they token Crist; 

And many a such comparisoun, 

Of which I make no mencioun, 

Mights men in that booke fynde, 

Who-so eoude of hem have mynde. 

* The university, that tho was a-slepe, 

Gan for to braide, and taken kepe ; 7 iso 
And at the noys the heed upcaste, 

Ne never sithen slept it faste, 

But up it stert, and armes toke 
Ayens this false horrible boke, 

A 1 redy bateil for to make, 

And to the juge the book to take. 

But they that broughten the boke there, 
Sent it anoon awey for fere ; 

TheynoMe shewe more a dele, 

But ihehne it kept, and kepen wille, 714c 
Til su^h a tyme that they may see, 

That they so stronge woxen be. 

That no wyght may hem wel withstonde, 

For by that book they durste not stonde. 
Away they gonne it for to here. 

For they ne dursttf not answers 
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By exposicioun ne glose 
To that that clerkis wole appose 
Ayens the cursednesse, iwys, 

That in that book i-writen is. 

Now wote I not, ne I can not see 
What maner eende that there shal be 
Of alZe this that they may hyde; 

But yit algate they shal abide, 

Til that they may it bet defende; 

This trowe I best wole be her ende. 

c Thus Antecrist abiden we, 

For we ben alle of his meynd. 

And what man that wole not be so, 
Right soone he shal his lyf forgo. 

We wole a puple upon hym areyse, 

And thurgh oure gile done hym seise, 
And hym on sharpe speris ryve, 

Or other weyes brynge hym fro lyve, 
But if that he wole folowe, iwys. 

That in oure book ^-writen is. 

Thus mych wole oure book signifie, 
That while Petre hath maistrie 
May never lohn shewe welle his myght. 

. £ Now have I you declared right, 

The menyng of the bark and rynde, 
That makith the enteneiouns blynde. 
But now at erst I wole bigynne, 

To expowne you the pith withynne:— 
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And falsly to the puple techen, 

That Iohn bitokeneth hem to prechen, 7180 
That ther nys lawe eovenable, 

But thilke gospel perdurable, 

That fro the Holy Gost was sent 
To turne folk that ben myswent, 

The strengthe of Iohn they undirstonde, 

The grace in whiche they seie they stonde, 

That doth the synfulle folk converte, 

And hem to Ihesu Crist reverte. 

4 Full© many another orribilit^, 

May men in that booka se, Tiao 

That ben comaunded, douteles, 

Ayens the lawe of Rome expres; 

And alle with Antecrist they holden, 

As men may in the book biholden. 

And thanne eomaunden they to sleen, 

Alle tho that with Petre been; 

But they shal nevere have that myghta. 

And God to-fome, for strif to fighte, 

That they ne shal ynough fynde, 

That Petres lawe shal have in mynde, mo 
And ever© holde, and so mayntene* 

That at the last it shal be sene, 
thAt l^tey shal alle- come iherto, 

For oi^t fch^they can speke or do. 

And thilke lawe shal not stonde, 

That they by Iohn have undirstonde, 

But maugre hem it shal adowne, 

And bene brought to eonfosioun. 

But I wole stynt of this matere, 

For it is wonder long© to here; 

But hadde that ilke book endured, 


7210 
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Of better estate I were ensured, 

And freendis have I yit pardee, 

That han me sett in gret degr£ v 
‘ Of alle this world is emperour 
Gyle my fadir, the trechour, 

And emperis my moder is, 

Maugre the Holy Gost, iwis. 

Oure myghty lynage and owre rowte 
Regneth in every regne aboute, . 7220 

And welle is worthy we mynystres be, 

For alle this world governe we, 

And can the folk so wel diseeyve, 

That noon oure gile can perceyve ; 

And though they done, they dar not sayc ; 

The sothe dar no wight bywreye. 

But he in Cristis wrath hym ledith, 

That more than Crist my britheren dredith. 

He nys no folle good champioun, 

That dredith such similacioun, 7230 

Nor that for peyne wole refusen. 

Us to correete and accusen. 

He wole not entremete by right, 

Ne have God in his iye-sight, * 

And therfore God shal hym punyshe; 

But me ne rekke of no vice, 

Sithen men us loven comunably, 

And holden us for so worthy, 

That we may folk repreve eehoon, .-..'i 

And we nyl have repref of noon. , : * 
^Wfeom shulden folk worshipen so, r. .4;> ‘ ?; 4 
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And where is more wode folye, 

Than to enhaunce chyvalrie, 

And love noble men and gay, 

That ioly clothis weren alway ? 

If they be sich folk as they semen, 

So clene, as men hfer clothis demen, 7250 

And that her wordis folowe her dede, 

It is gret pite, out of drede, 

For they wole be noon ypocritis. 

Of hym me thynketh gret spite is; 

I can not love hym on no side. 

Bnt beggers with these hodes wide, 

With streight and pale faces lene, 

And greye clothis not fulle clene, 

But fretted fulle of tatarwagges, 

And highe shoos knopped with dagges, 7260 
That frouneen lyke a quaile pipe, 

Or botis revelyng as a gype ; 

To such folk as I you dyvyse, 

Shulde princes and these lordis wise, 

Take alle her londis and her thingis, 

Bothe werre and pees, and goverayngis; 

,To such folk shulde a prince hym yive. 

That wolde his lyf in honour lyve. 

And if they be not as they seme. 

That seryen thus the world to quern e, 7270 
There wolde I dwelle to disceyve 
The folk, for they shal not pereeyve* 

* But I ne speke in no such wise. 

That men shulde humble abit dispise, , 

So that no pride ther undir be. 

No man shulde hate, as thynkith me. 

The pore man in sich clothyng. 
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But God ne preisith hym no thing, 

That seith he hath the world-forsake, 

And hath to worldly glorie hym take, 72* 
And wole of siche delices use. 

Who may that begger wel excuse ? 

That papelard, that,hyto yeldith so, 

And wole to worldly ese go, 

And seith that he the world hath lefte, 

And gredily it grypeth efte, 

He is the hounde, shame is to seyn, 

That to his castyng goth ageyn. 

But unto you dar I to lye. 

But myght I felen or aspie, 72 

That ye perceyved it no thyng, 

Ye shulde have a stark lesyng, 

Bight in youre honde thus to bigynne; 

I nolde it lette for no synne.’ 

The god lough at the wondir tho, 

And every wight gan laugh also, 

And seide:—‘ Lo, heere a man a-right, 

For to be trusty to every wight! ? 

‘ Fals-semblant/ quod Love, * sey to me, 
Sith I thus have avaunced thee, ^ 

That in my court is thi dwellyng, 

And of ribawdis shalt be my kyng, 

Wolt thou wel holden my forwprdis V 
F. S'em. ‘ Yhe, sir, from henw^s forewardi 
Hadde never youre fadir heere biforne, * 
Servaunt so trewe, sith he was. borne. 
Amour . ‘ That is ayens alle nature/ 
'F.Sm. ‘ Sir,;pntte you ia.tl^t^yeftlarr' 
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For ostages, ne sikernesse, 

Or Chartres, for to here witnesse. 

I take youre silf to recorde heere, 

That men ne may in no manere 
Teren the wolf out of his hide, 

Til he be slayn, bak and side, 

Though men hym bete and al to-defile; 

What ? wene ye that I wole bigile ? 

For I am clothed mekely, 

Ther undir is alle my trechery- 7320 

Myn herte ehaungith never the mo 
For noon abit, in which I go. 

Though I have chere of symplenesse, 

I am not wery of shrewidnesse. 

Myn lemman, streyneth Abstinence, 

Hath myster of my purveaunce; 

She hadde fill longe a-go be deede, 

Nere my councel and my rede ; 

Lete hir allone, and you and me/ 

And Love answerde, ‘ I trust thee 7330 

Withoute borowe, for I wole noon. ? 

And Fals-semblant, the theef, anoon, 

Ryght in that ilke same place, 

That hadde of tresoun al his face 
Ryght blak withynne, and white withoute, 
Thankith hym, gan on his knees loute. 

Thanne -was there nought* but‘ Every man 
Now to -assaut, that sailen can,’ 

Quod Love, ‘and that fulle ha-rdyly.’ 

Thanne armed they hem commonly 7340 

Of sich armour as to hem felle. 

Whanne they were armed fers and felle, 

They wente hem forth alle in a? route, 
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And set the castel al aboute; 

They wille nought away for no drede, 
Tille it so be that they ben dede. 

Or tille they have the castel take. 

And foure batels they gan make, 

And parted hem in foure anoon, 

And toke her way, and forth they gone, 
The foure gates for to assaile, 

Of whiche the kepers wole not faile; 
For they ben neithir sike ne dede, 

But hardy folk, and stronge in dede. 

Now wole I seyn the countynaunce 
Of Fals-semblant, and Abstynaunce, 
That ben to Wikkid-tonge went. 

But first they heelde her parlement, 
Whether it to done were, 

To maken hem be knowen there, 

Or elles walken forth disgised. 

But at the laste they devysed, 

That they wolde gone in tapinage. 

As it were in a pilgrimage, 

Lyke good and hooly folk unfeyned. 

And dame Abstinence-sfcreyned 
Toke on a robe of kamelyne, 

And gan hir graithe as a bygynne. 

A large coverechief of threde, . 

She wrapped alle aboute hir heede, ■ 
But she forgate not hir sawter. 

A peire of bedis eke she here 
Upon a lace, a!le of white threde, 

On which that she hir bedes bede,: 
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God wote, of a fulle hooly frere. 

That seide he was hir fadir dere, ■ 

To whom she hadde ofter went. 

Than ofiy frere of his covent. 7380 

And he visited hir also, 

And many a sermoun seide hir to; 

He nolde lette for man on lyve, 

That he ne wolde hir ofte shryve. 

[And wyth so gret devotion 
They made her confession, 

That they had ofte, for the nones, 

Two heedes in one hods at ones. 

Of fayre shappe I devysed her the. 

But pale of face sometyme was she; 7390 

That false traytouresse untrewe, 

Was lyke that saiowe horse of hewe, 

That in the Apocalips is shewed, 

That signyfyeth tho folke beshrewed, 

That bene al ful of trecherye, 

And pale, through hypocrisye ; 

For on that horse no colour is, 

But onely deed and pale, ywys. 

Of such a colour enlangoured, 

Was Abstinence, ywys, coloured; 

Of her estate she her repeated^, 

AS her yysage represen tede. 

' *She had a bardowne al of thefts, 

That 
And j 

That ful was of elengenesse, 

And forth she walkede sobrely: * 

, And False-semblaunt saymt, je vous die. 
And as it were for sueh misters, 

¥on. vi. o. 


Gyle had yeve her of hys yefte; 
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Done on the cope of a frere*, 

With chore symple, and ful pytous, 

Hys lookyng was not disdeynous, 

Ne proude, but meke and ful pesyble. 
About his necke he bare a Byble, 

And squierly forth gan he gon; 

And for to reste hys lymmes upon, 

He had of Treason a potente 
As he were feble, hys way he wente. 

But in hys sieve he gan to thryngs 
A rasoure sharpe, and wel bytyngs, 

That was i-forged in a forge, 8 

Which that men clepen Coupe-gorge. 

So longe forth her waye they nomen, 

Tyl they to Wycked-tonge comen, 

That at hys gate was syttyng, 

And sawe folke in the way pas§yng. 

The pylgrymes sawe he faste by 
That beren hem ful mekely, 

And humblefy they wyth hym mette. 

Dame Abstinence fyrst hym grette. 

And syth hym False-semblant saluede, 

And he hem ,* but he not remeueds, 

For he ne dred hem not a dele. 

For whan he sawe her faces wele, 

Alwaye in herte hym thoughts so, 

He shulde knowe hem both^ two j ^ 
For wele he knewe dame Abstynaunce, 

But he ne knewe not Oonstreynaunce. 

He ne knewe nat that she was constreyned, 
}fe of her t&eves lyfe fayned, . 

she ebp® of : * 
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And yf of good wyl she beganne, 

That wyl i-fayled was her thanne. * 

And False-semblant had he sene alse, 

But he knewe nat that he was false. 

Yet false was he, but his falsenesse 
Ne coude he tfot espye, nor gesse; 

For Semblant was so slye wrought, • 

That falsenesse he ne espyede nought. 7450 
But haddest thou knowen hym beforne, 

Thow woldest on a boke have sworne, 

Whan thou hym saugh in thylke araye 
That he, that whylome was so gaye, 

And of the daunce Joly Robyn,. 

Was tho become a Jacobyn. 

But sothly, what-so men hym ealle, 

Frere preachours bene goode men alle; 

Her order wyckedly they beren 

Such Minstreles, yf they weren. 7460 

So bene Augustyns, and Cordylers, 

And Cannes, and eke sacked freers, 

And alle freres shodde and bare 
(Though some of hem bene great and square) 
Ful holy men, as I hem demej 
Ereryehe of hem wolde good man seme. 

But shalt thou never of apparence 
Sene conclude good consequence 
In none argument, ywys. 

If existence al fayled is. 7470 

For men may fynde always sopheme 
The consequence to envenome, 

Who^so that hath had the subtelte 
The double sentence for to see. 

Whan the pylgrymes comen were 
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To Wycked-tonge that dwelled there, 

(Her hartleys nygh hem was algate) 

By Wycked-tonge adowne they sate, 

That badde hem nere hym for to come, 

And of tidynges telle hym some, 

And sayde hem - 4 What case maketh yow 
To come to this place now?* 

* Sir/ sayde Strayned-abstinaunce, 

4 We, for to dry era our penaunce, 

With hertes pytous and devoute, 

Are commen, as pylgrimes gon aboute; 

Wei nygh on fote alway we go ; 

Ful doughty ben our heeles two; 

And thus bothe we ben i-sent 
Throughoute this worlde that is myswent, 
To yeve ensample, and preche also. 

To fyshen synful men we go, 

For other fyshynge ne fyshe we. 

And, syr, for that charitd, 

As we be wont, herborowe we crave, 

Your lyfe to amende, Christ it save ! 

And so it shulde you nat displease, 

We wolden, yf it were your ease, 

A shorte sermon unto you sayne. 

And Wicked-tonge answered agayne, 

* The house/ quod he, 4 such;as ye £©, 

Shal not be warned you for me> 

Seye what you lyst, and I wol here/ 

* Gfraunt rberey swete syr dere \* / 

Quod alderfixst, dame Abstynenee, 

And thus b^ah she 'hfer ^i*te#cev .. v . . 
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The greatest, and mooste soverayne 
That may be founde in any man, 

For havyng, or for wytte he can, 

That is hys tonge to refrayne; 

Therto ought every wyght him payne. 

For it is better styl le be, 

Than for to speken harme, parde! 

And he that herkeneth it gladly. 

He is no good man sykerly. 

And, sir, aboven al other synne, 

In that arte thou moost gylty inne. 

Thou spake S jape not longe ago, 

(And, sir, that was ryght yvel do) 

Of a yonge man that here repayrede, 

And never yet thys place apayrede. 

Thou saydest he awayted nothynge, 

But to deceyve Fayre-welcomyng. 

Ye sayde nothyng soth of that; 

But, sir, ye lye; I tel you plat; 

He ne cometh no more, ne goth, pard£ ! 

I trowe ye shal hym never se. 
Fayre-welcomynge in prison is, 

That ofte hath played with you er thys 
The fayrest games that he coude, „ 
Without# fylthe styl or loud©; 

Nowe dare he not himself© solace. 

Ye han also the man do chase, 

That he dare neyther come ne go. 

What meveth you to hate hym so, 

But properly your wyeked thought, 

That many a false leasyng hath thought ? 
That meveth youre foole eloquence, 

That jangleth ever in audience, 


7510 


7520 


7530 


7540 
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And on the folke arevseth blame, 

And doth hem dishonour and shame, 

For thyng that maye have no prevyng. 

But lykelynesse, and eontryvyng. 

For I dare sayne, that Beason demeth. 

It is not al soth thynge that semeth, 

And it is synne to controve 
Thyngs that is for to reprove; 

Thys wote ye wele. And, syr, therfore 
Ye arne to blame the more. 7; 

And, nathlesse, he recketh lyte ; 

He yeveth nat nowe therof a myte £ 

For yf he thoughts harme, parfaye, 

He wolde come and gone al daye; 

He coude not himselfe abstene. 

Nowe eometh he not, and that is sene, 

For he ne taketh of it no cure. 

But yf it be through aventure, 

And lasse than other folke algate. 

And thou her watchest at the gate, ‘m 

With speare in thyne arest alwaye ; 

There muse, musard, al the daye ; 

Thou wakest nyght and daye for thought ; 
Iwys thy traveyle is for nought. 

And Jelosy, withouten fayle, 

Shal never quyte the thy travayle. 

And skath is that Fayre-welcomyng, 

Wythoute any tr-espassyng, 

&kal wrongfully in prison be, *' > - ^ 

J y 


mere wepeth and languysheth he. 

thou never yet, ywy a> ; 
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To putfe the out of thys bayly, 

And afterwarde in prison lye, 

And fettre the tyl that thou dye;] 

For thou shalt for this synne dwelle 
Right in the devels ers of helle, 

But-if that thou repente thee/ 

‘ Mafay, thou liest falsly V quod he. 7580 

‘ What ? welcome, with myschaunce nowe! 
Have I therfore i-herberd yowe 
To seye me shame, and eke reprove ? 

With sory happe to youre bihove, 

Am I to day youre herbergere! 

Go, herber yow elles-where than heere, 

That han a Iyer callede me. 

Two tregetours art thou and he. 

That in myn hous do me this shame, 

And for my sothe-saugh ye me blame. 7590 
Is this the sermoun that ye make ? 

To alle the develles I me take, 

Or elles, God, thou me confounde, 

But er men diden this castel founde, 

It passith not ten daies or twelve, 

But it was tolde right to my selve, 

And as they seide, right so^ tolde I, 

He kyste the rose p^yvyly* 

Thus seide I new, and have seid yore; 

I not where he dide ony more. 7000 

Why shulde men sey me such a thyng. 

If it ne hadde bene gabbyng? 

Ryght so seide I, and wole seye yit; 

I trowe I liedtf not of it. 

And with my bemes I wole blowe 

To alle neigh boris a-rowe, * 
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How he hath bothe comen and gone.’ 

Tho spake Fals-semblant right anone, 
e Alle is not gospel, oute of doute, 

That men seyn in the towne aboute; 

Ley no deef ere to my spekyng, 

I swere yow, sir, it is gabbyng. 

I trowe ye wote wel certeynly, 

That no man loveth hym tenderly, 

That seith hym harme, if he wote it, 

Alle be he never so pore of wit. 

And soth it is also sikerly, 

This knowe ye, sir, as wel as I 
That lovers gladly wole visiten 
The places there her loves habiten. 

This man yow loveth and eke honoureth; 
This man to serve you laboureth; 

And clepith you his freend so deere. 

And this man makith you good chere, 
And every where that you meteth, 

He yow saloweth, and he you greteth. 

He preseth not so ofte, that ye 
Ought of his come encombred be; 

Ther presen other folk on yow, 

Full© ofter than he doth now. 


And if his herte hym strayned^ so 
Unto the rose for to go. 

Ye shulde hym sene so ofte neda, . 
That ye shulde take hym with the dede; 
He eowde his comyng not forbere. 


Though ye hym thrilled with a spar©; 
J&here not Dianne as, it is •/ 

f-SWehe 
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Sir, certis, he ne thenkith it nought; 7640 

No more ne doth Faire-welcomyng, 

That sore abieth al this thing. 

And if they were of oon assent. 

Fade soone were the rose hent. 

The maugre youres, wolde be. 

And sir, of o thing herkeneth me 
Sith ye this man, that loveth yow, 

Han seid such harme and shame, now 
Witeth wel, if he gessed it, 

Ye may wel demen in youre wit, 7650 

He nolde no thyng love you so, 

Ne callen you his freende also, 

But nyght and day he wole wake. 

The castelle to destroie and take 
If it were soth, as ye devise; 

Or some man in some maner wise 
Might it warne hym everydele, 

Or by hym-silf perceyven wele. 

For sith he myghtg not come and gone 
As he was whilom wont to done, 7660 

He myght it sone wite and see j 
But now alle other wise wote he. 

Thanne have ye sir, al outerly 
Deserved hdde,' and jolyly 
The deth of hede douteles, 

That thralfen folk so gilteles.’ 

Fals-semblant proveth so this thing, 

That he can noon answeryng. 

And seth alwey such apparaunce. 

That nygh he fel in repentaunce^ ‘ 7670 

And seide hym;—‘ Sir, it may wel be. 
Semblant, a good man semen ye; 
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And, Abstinence, fulle wise ye seme; 

Of o talent you bothe I deme. 

What counceil wole ye to me yeven?* 

£ Ryght heere anoon thou shalt be shryvej 
And sey thy synne without© more; 

Of this shalt thou repen te sore; 

For I am prest, and have poustd, 

To shryve folk of most dignytd i 

That ben as wide as world may dure. 

Of alle this world I have the cure, 

And that hadde never yit persoun, 

Ne vicarie of no maner toun. 

And, God wote, I have of thee, * 

A thosand tyme more pitee, 

Than hath thi preest parochial, 

Though he thy freend be special. 

I have avauntage, in o wise, 

That youre prelatis ben not so wise, n 

Ne half so lettred as am I. # 

I am licenced boldely, 

[In divinitie for to rede, 

And to confessen, out of drede. 

If ye wolle you nowe confess©, 

And leave your synnes more and lesse, 
Without abode, knele down© anon, 

And ye shal have absolucion/] 






COMPLAYNTE OF A LOYERES LYFE; 

OB, THE COMPLAINT OE THE 
BLACK KNIGHT. 


I. 



CN May, when Flora, the fresshe lusty 
queue, 

The soyle hath clad in grene, rede, and 
white; 

And Phebus gan to shede his stremes shene 
Amyd the Bole, wyth al the bemes bryghte; 

And Lucifer, to chace awey the nyghte, 

Ayen the morowe our orysont hath take. 

To byddk loveres oute of her slepO awake, 

XL* 


And hertys hevy for to recomforte 
From dreryhed of hevy nyghtis sorowe, 
Nature had hem ryse, mid hem disporte, 
Ageyn the goodly glade grey^ morowe ; 

And Hope also, with seint Johan to borowe. 
Bad in dispite of daunger and dispeyre, 

For to take the holsome lusty eyre* 
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nr. 

And wyth a sygh I gan for to abreyde 
Out of my slombre, and sodenly *>ut sterte, 
As he, alas! that nygh for sorowe deyde, 

My sekenes sat ay so nygh myn herte, 

But for to fynde socoure of my smerte, 

Or atte lest summe relesse of my peyn, 

That me so sore halt in every veyn, 

IV. 

I rose anon, and thoght I wo !de goon 
Into the wode, to here the briddes singe, 
When that the mysty vapour was agoon, 

And clere and feyre was the morownyng; 
The dewe also lyk sylver in shynynge 
Upon the leves, as any baume swete, 

Til ftry Tytan with hys persaunt hete 

v. 

Had de dried up the lusty lycour nywc, 

Upon the herbes in the grene mede, 

And that the floures of many dyvers hywe, 
Upon the stalkes gunne for to sprede, 

And for to splay out her leves on bred© 
Ageyn the sunne, golde-borned in hys spere. 
That doun to hem caste hys bemes oLere. 

vr. 

And by a ryver forth I gan costey, 

Of water clere as berel or cristal. 


. TSI at the last I founds a lytil wey, 1 
Tbwarde a parks, enclosed with a waj 
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YII. 

And in I went to here the briddes songe, 

Which on the braunches, bothe in pleyn and vale, 
So loude songe that al the wode ronge, 

Lyke as hyt sholde shever in pesis smale; 

And as me thoghte, that the nyghtyngale 
Wyth so grete myght her voyse gan out wreste 
Ryght as her herte for love wolde breste. 

vra. 

The soyle was pleyne, smothe, and wonder softe, 
Al oversprad with tapites that Nature si 

Had de made her selfe; celured eke alofte 
With bowys grene, the fkmres for to cure. 

That in her beaute they may longe endure 
Fro al assaute of Phebus fervent fere, 

Which in his spere so hote shone and clere. 


DC. 


The eyre atempre, and the smothe wynde 
Of Zepherus, amonge the blosmes whyte, 

So holsomme was, and so nourysshing be kynde, 
That smale buddes, and rounde blomes lyte, eo 
In maner gan of her brethe delyte, 

To yif us hope her frute shal take 


• for to shake. 


x. * 

I sawe ther Dapheeeelosed under rynde, 

Grene laurer, and; the holsomme pyne, 

The myrre also that wepeth ever of kynde, 

The cedres high, upryght as a lyne, 

The philbert eke, that lowe dothe enolyne 
Her bowes grene to the erthe doune, 

Unto her knyght yealled Demophoune. 7 ^ 
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XI. 

There saw I eke the fressh hawthorne 
In white motele, that so soote doth smelle, 

Asshe, firre, and oke, with many a yonge acorne, 
And many a tre mo then I can telle; 

And me beforne I sawe a litel welle, 

That had his course, as I gan tho beholde, 

Under an hille, with quyke stremes colde. 


xn. 

The gravel gold, the water pure as glas. 

The bankys rounde, the welle environyng, 

And softe as velvet the yonge gras ao 

That thereupon ful lustely gan sjorynge, : 

The sute of trees aboute compassyng 
Her shadowe caste, closyng the welfo rounde, 

And al the herbes grouyng on the grounde. 


xm. 

The water was so holsom so vertuous, M 

Throgh myghte of herbes grouynge ther beside ; 

N \at lyehe the welle wher as Narcissus 

Yslayn was throgh vengeaunce of Cupide, ' 

Wher so eovertely he did aZ»ide 

The greyn of cruel deth upon eehe brynke, so 

That deth mot folowe, who that ever drynke. 

xiv. . r A 


Nh lyehe. the pitte of the Pegacd, 

Under Pernaso, wher poetys slepfce; 

te Welle of phre chastity • 

* with her nymphes kept?, • 
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XV, 

But this well© that I her of reherse 
So holsom was, that hyt wolde aswage 100 

Bollyn hertis, and the venym perse 
Of pensifhede, with al the cruel rage, 

And evermore refresshe the visage 
Of hem that were* in eny werynesse 
Of gret labour, or fallen in distress©. 

XVI. 

And I that throgh daunger^ and disdeyn, 

So drye a-thruste, thoght I wolde assays 
To tast a draght of this welle or tweyn, 

My bitter langour yf hyt myght alaye, 

And on the bank© anon adoune I lay, no 

And with myn hede unto the welle I raghte. 

And of the water dranke I a good draghte. 

XVII. 

Wherof me thoght I was refresshed wel 
Of the brynnyng that sate so nyghe my herte. 
That verely anon I gan to fele 
An huge part relesed of my smerte; 

And therewithal^ anoon up I sterte, 

And thoght I wolde walker and se more, 

Forth in the park© and in the holtys hore. 
xvm. 

And thorgh a launde as I yede apace* 120 

And gan aboute faste tc* beholde, 

I fonde anon a delytable place, 

That was beset with trees yong and olde, 

Whos names her for me shal not be tolde, 

Amyde 6f whiche stode an erber grene. 

That benched was with turves nywe and clene* v 
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XIX. 

This herber was ful of fioures of inde, 

Into the whiche as I beholde gan, 

Betwex an hulfere. and a wodebynde, 

As I was war, I sawe ther lye a man 
In blake and white colour, pale and wan, 
And wonder dedely also of his Kiwe, 

Of hurtes grene, and fresshe woundes nywe. 

xx. 

And overmore destreyned with sekenesse 
Besyde al this he was ful grevously, 

For upon him he had a hote accesse, 

That day be day him shoke ful petously, 

So that for constreynyng of hys malady, 

And hertaly wo, thus lyinge al alone, 

It was a deth for to so here hym grone. 

XXI. 

Wherof astonied my fote I gan withdraws, 
Gretly wondxing what hit myghto be, 

That he so lay and ha dde no felowe, 

Ne that I cotide no wyght with him so ; 
Wherof I hadtfe routhe, and eke pit^ 

And gan anon, so softly as I coude, 

Amonge the busshes me prively to shroude ; 

XXII. 

If that I myght in eny wise aspye, 

What was the cause of his dedely woo, 

Or why that he so pitonsly gan crie 
On hys fortune* and on sure also, 
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xxi ii. 

But first, yf I shal make mensyoun 
}f hys persone, and pleynly him discrive, 

5 e was in sothe, without excepeioun, 

To speke of manhod, oon the best on lyve; 

Ther may no man ayeines trouthe stryve, 

For of hys tyme, and of his age also, ieo 

E£e proved was, ther men shuld have ado. 


XXIV. 

For oon the beste, ther of brede and lengthe 
Bo wel ymade by good proporsioun, 

Yfi he had de be in his delyver strengthe ; 

But thoght and sekenesse wer occasion 
That he thus lay in lamentacioun 
Iruffe on the grounde, in place desolate, 

Bole by hymself, awaped and amate. 


xxv. 


And for me semeth that hit ys fyttyng 
His wordes alle to put in remembraunce, 
To me that herde al his compleynyng 
And alle the grounde of his woful chaunee, 
YT therwithal I may yow do plesannee, 

I wol to yow so as I can anone, 



170 


. XXVI. 

But who shal now helpe me for to eompleyne ? 

Or who shal now my stile guy nr lede? 

0 Nyobe, let now thi teres reyn# 

Into my penne, and eke helpe in Hus nede! 

Thou woful Mirre that felist my berte btede iso 
Of pitouse wo, and my honde eke quake. 

When that I write, for this mannys sake. 

VOL. VI. E 
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XXVII. 

For unto wo aeordeth compleynyng, 
And delful chore unto hevynesse; 

To sorow also, sighing and wepyng, 
And pitouse morenyng unto drerynesse ; 
And whoso that shal writer of distresse, 
In partye nedeth to knows felyngly 
Cause and rote of alZs suche malady. 


xxvm. 

But I alas ! that am of wytte but dulle, 

And have no knowyng of such maters, 

For to discryve, and wrytew at the fulle 
The woful eompleynt, which that ye shul here. 
But even-like as doth a skryveners, 

That can no more what that he shal write, 

But as his maister beside dothe endyte ; 

YTTT. 

Ryght so fare I, that of no sentement 
Sey ryght naught in eonclusioun, 

But as I herde, when I was present, 

This man compleyns wyth a pytouse soun ; : 

For even-lych, wythout addisyoun, 

Or disencrese, outher mor or lesse. 

For to reherse anon I wol me dresse. 

xxx. 

' And yf that eny now be in this place, 

That Me in love brennyng or fervence, 

Or hyadered were to his lady grace, 

. that yrith. pestilence 




190 f 
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XXXI. 

Let hym of routhe ley to audyence, 

With deleful chere, and sobre countenaunce, 

To here this man, be ful high sentence, 

His mortal wo, and his grete perturbaunce 
Oompleynyng, now lying in a trannee, 

With loke upcast, and with ful reuful ehere 
Theffect of whiche was as ye shal here. 

• t 

COKPLETXT. 

xxxn. 

£ The thought oppressed with' inward sighes sore, 
The peynful lyve, the body langwysshing, 

The woful gost, the herto rent and tore, 220 

The pitouse chere pale in compleynyng, 

The dedely face, lyke asshes in shynyng, 

The salte teres that fro myn yen falle, 

Parcel declared grounde of my peynes alle. 

XXXIII. 

{ Whos hert ys Jounde to blede on hevynesse; 

The thoght resseyt of woo and of compleynt ; 

The brest is chest of dule and drerynesse; 

The body eke so feble and so feynt, 

With hote and colde my acees ys so meynt. 

That now I shyver for defaute of hete, 230 

And hote as glede now soaenly I snete. 

XXXIV. 

‘ Now hote as fire, now colde as asshes dede. 

Now hote for colde, now cold for hete ageyn, 

Now cold as ise, now as coles rede 

For hete I bren ; and thus betwexs tweyn 

I possed am, and al forecast in peyn, 

So that my hete pleynly as I fele 
Of grevouse colde ys cause every dele. 
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c This ys the colde that of ynwarde high dysdeyn, 
Colde of dyspite, and colde of cruel hate ; 240 

This is the colde that evere doth his besy peyn, 
Ayenes trouthe to fight and to debate; 

This ys the colde that wolde the fire abate 
Of trewe menyng, alas, the harde while ! 

This ys the colde that wil me begile. # 

xxxvi. 

* For evere the better that in trouthe I mente, 
With al my myghte feythfully to serve. 

With hert and alle to be dilygente, 

The lesse thanke, alas ! I can deserve: 

Thus for my trouthe Daunger doth me sterve; 250 
For oon that shuldtf my deth of mercie let te, 

Hath made dispite new his swerde to whettfe 

XXXVII. 

* Ayens me, and his arowes to file, 

To take vengeaunee of wilful crueltd; 

And tonges false throgh her sleghtly wile, 

Han gonne a werre that wel not stynted be ; 

And fals Envye, Wrathe, and Enemyt£, 

Have conspired ayens al ryght and lawe, 

Of her malis, that Trouthe shal be slawe. 

XXXVIII. 

< And Malebouche gan first the tale telle, 200 
The sclaundre Trouthe of indignaciouai, 

And Fals-report ko loude range the beUe, 

That Mysbeleve and Fals-suspeeioun 
Have, Trouthe brought to hys dampnaeioun, 

So tfcbfc, alas I TCongfofly he dyeth> 

And Falsnes now his place oeeUj^efh, 
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XXXIX. 

4 And entred ys into Trouthes londe. 

And hath therof the fill possessyoun. 

0 , ryghtful God ! that first the trouthe fonde, 
How may thou suffre such oppressioun, 270 

That Falshed shuld have jurysdixioun, 

In Trouthes ryght, to sle him gilteles ? 

In his fraunchise he may not lyve in pes. 

XI. 

4 Falsly accused, and of his foon forjuged, 

Without ansuere, while he was absent, 

He damned was, and may not ben excused, 

For Cruelte satte in jugement, 

Of Hastynessa without avisement, 

And bad Disdeyn do execute anoon 

His jugement in presence of hys foon. sso 

XXI. 

4 Atturney noon ne may admytted ben 
To excuse Trouthe, ne a worde to speke; 

To Feyth or Othe the juge list not sen, 

There ys no geyn but he wil be i-wreke. 

0 , Lorde of trouthe l to the I call© and elepe. 
How may thou se thus in thy presence. 

Without^ mercy, mordred Innocence ? 

XLII. 

4 Now God that art of trouthe sovereyn. 

And seest how I lye for trouthe bounde, 

So sore knytte in loves firy cheyn, 290 

Even at the deth, thro#A girt wyth mony a wounde, 
That lykly are never for to sounde. 

And for my trouth am damned to the dethe, 

And noght abide, but drawe alonge the brethe: 
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XLm. 

4 Consider and se in thyn eternal sight, 

How that myn herte professed whilom was, 

For to be trewe with al my fulZe myght, 

Oonly to oon the whiche now, alas! 

Of volunte, withoute more trespas, 

Myn accusurs hath taken unto grace, 300 

And cherissheth hem my deth to purchace. 

XLIV. 

4 What meneth this ? what ys this wonder ure 
Of purveyance, yf that I shal hit calle, 

Of god of love, that fals hem so assure, 

And trew, alas ! doun of the whele be falle ? 

And yet in sothe this is the worst of alle, 

That Falshed wrongfully of Trouthe hath the name, 
AndTroutheayenwardeof Falshed bereth the blame. 

XLV. 

4 This blynde chaunce, this stormy aventure, 

In love hath most his experience, 310 

For who that doth with trouthe most his cure, 
Shal for his mede fynde most offence, 

That serveth love with al his diligence : 

For who can feyne under loulyhede, 

Ne feyleth not to fynde grace and spede. 

XLVI. 

4 For I loved oon ful longe sythe agoon, 

With al my herte, body and fu lie myght, 
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XL YU. 

evere sithe that the worlde began, 
lo-so lyste loke and in storie rede, 
shal ay fynde that the trewe man 
ls put abake, whereas the falshede 
irthered was : for Love taketh non hede 
sle the trewe, and hath of hem no charge, 

Ler as the false goth frely at her large, 
xl vin. 

take reeorde of Palamides, 330 

e trewe man, the noble worthy knyght, 
at ever loved, and of hys peyne no relese; 
twithstondyng his manhode and his myght, 
pe unto him dide ful grete unright, 
c ay the bette he did in chevalrye, 
e more he was i-hindred by envye. 

XLIX. 

nd aye the bette he dyd in every place, 
rogh- his knyghthode and besy peyne, 
e ferther was he fro his ladys grace, 
r to her mercie myght, he never ateyne, 340 
d to his deth he eoude hyt not refreyne 
r no daunger, but ay obey and serve, 

lie best eoude, pleyniy til he sterve. 

' &. 

• n. 

That was the fyne also of E^eules, 
r al his conquest and his worthynesse, 
tat was of strengths alone pereles ? 
r lyke as bokes of him list expresse, 

? set pUeres , throgh his highe prowesse, 

way at Cades, for to signifie, 

iat no man myght him passe in chevalrie. 350 
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LI. 

4 The which^ pilers ben ferre byyonde Ynde 
Beset of golde, for a remembraunce: 

And for al that was he sete behynde, 

With hem that Love list febly to avaunce ; 
For ke him set laste upon a daunee, 

Ayens whom help© may not stryve, 

For al his trouthe yet he lost his lyve. 

LII. 

* Phebus also for his persaunt lyght. 

When that he went her in erthe lowe, 

Unto the herte with fresshe Yenus sight 
Ywounded was, throgh Cupides bowe. 

And yet his lady list him not to knowe ; 
Thogh for her love his herte dide blede. 

She let him go, and toke of him non hede. 

* mu. 

4 What shal I say of yonge Piramus ? 

Of trewe Tristram, for all hj$ highe renoune ? 
Of Achilles, or of Antonyms ? 

Of Areite, or of him Palemoun© ? 

What was the ende of her passioune. 

But after sorowe dethe, and then her grave ? 
Lo, here the guerdon that thes lovers have I 

m 

LTV. 

4 Bnt fhlse Jasoun with his doublenesse, 

That was an&we at Colkos to Mede, 

Taceus, rote of unkyndenesse. 
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LV. 

* Of Thebes eke the fals Arcite, 

And Demophon eke for his slouthe, 380 

They had her lust and al that myghte delyte, 

For al her falshede and grete untrouthe. 

Thus ever Love, alas, and that is routhe! 

His false legys furthereth what he may, j 
And sleeth the trewe, ungoocdy, day be day. 

LVI. 

* For trewe Adon i-slayn was with the bore 
Amyde the forest in the grene shade, 

For Yenus love he felt al the sore; 

But Vuleanus with her no mercy made, 

The foule ehorle had<& many nyghtis glade, 390 
Wher Mars, her worthy knyght, her trewe man. 

To fynde mercy comfort noon he can. 

LVII. 

6 AJso the yonge fressh Ipomones, 

So lusty fre as of his corage, 

That for to serve with al his herte ches 
Athalant, so feire of her visage ; 

But Love alas quyte him so his wage 
With cruel daunger pleynly at the laste, 

That with thedethe guerdonlesse he paste. 

Lm 

f Lo, her the fyne of lovers servise! 400 

Lo, how that Love can his servant is quyte ! 

Lo, how he can his feythful men dispise. 

To sle the trewe men, and false to respite ! 

Lo, how he doth the swerde of sorowe byte 
tn hertis, suche as most his lust obeye, 

To sav^the fals and do the trewe deye! 
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LIX. 

£ For feythe nor othe, worde, ne assuratince, 
Trewe menyng, awayte, or besynesse. 

Stil porte, ne feythful attendaunce, 

Manhode ne myght, in armes worthinesse, 
Fursute of wurshipe nor high prouesse, 

In straunge Ionde rydinge ne travayle, 

Ful lyte, or noght, in love dothe avayle. 

LX. 

£ Peril of dethe, nother in se ne londe, 
Hungre ne thrust, sorowe ne sekenesse, 

Ne grete emprises for to take on honde, 
Shedyng of blode, ne manful hardynesse, 

Nor ofte woundynge at sawtes by distresse, 
Nor in partyng of lyfe nor dethe also, 

A 1 ys for noghte, Love taketh non hede therto. 


LXX. 

‘ But lesynges with her false flaterye, 

Throgh her felshed, and with her doublenesse, 
With tales new, and mony feyned lye, 

By false-semblaunce, and contrefet humblesse, 
Under colour depeynt with stedfastnesse, 

With fraude covred under a pitouse face’ 
Accepts ben now rathest unto grace, ? 


lxh. 

^And ean hemselfe now best magnide 
feyned port and fals presumpsioun; 

her cause with false surqnedrie 
» ^nyngef double entencioun, ? 
her opinyouiL . .<• 
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LXIII. 

[he whiche thing I bye now al to dere, 
lanked be Venus , 1 and the god Cupide ! 

} hit is seen by myn oppressed chere, 
id by his arowes that stiken in my syde, 

Lat safe the dethe I nothing abide 
o day to day, alas, the harde while ! 440 

han evere hys dart that hym list to fyle, 

1XIV. 

[y woful herte for to ryve atwo, 
r faute of mercye, and lake of pite 
her that causeth al my peyn and woo, 
d list not ones of grace for to see 
to my trouthe throgh her eruelte; 
d most of al if that I me eompleyne, 
m hath she joy to laughen at my peync. 

LXY. 

nd wilfully hath she my dethe sworne, 
gilteles, and wote no cause why, 450 

e for the trouthe that I have hade afome 
her allone to serve feythfully. 
h>d of Love! unto the I crie, 
d to thy blende double deyte 
this grefce wrong I compleyne me, 

' ; ; ; . . i»xvi» 

id unto thyStormy wilful variaunee, 

teynt with chaunge mid gret nnstablejsesse, 

w up, now down, so rennyng is thy chance, 

it the to trust may be no sikernesse; 

ite hit nothings but thi doublenesse, 4 m 

1 who that is an archer, and yB blende, 

rketh nothing, but sheteth as he wend. 
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IfXYII*. 

* And for that he hath no diserecioun, 
Withoute avise he let his arowe goo, 

For lak of syght, and also of resoun, 

In his shetyng hit happeth ofte boo, 

To hnrt his frende rathir then his foo; 

So doth this god with his sharpe Eon, 

The trewe sleeth, and leteth the false gon. 


Lxvm. 

' And of his woundyng this is the worst of alle. 
Whan he hurteth he dothe so cruel wreche. 
And maketh the seke for to crie and ealle 
Unto his foo for to ben his leche, 

And hard hit is for a man to seche, 

Upon the poynt of dethe in jepardie. 

Unto his foo to fynde remedye. 


lxix . 

* This fareth hit now even by me, 

That to my foo that yaf my hert a wound e, 
Mot sxe grace, mercy, and pite, 

And namely ther wher noon may be founde ; 
For now my sore my leche wol eonfounde, 
And god of kycide so hath set myn ure, 

My lyves foo to have my wounde in cure. 


the while now that I was borne ! 
" l saugh the brightc sonne ! 

rr T „ i. 1 . /» 



sponne 

eonne, 
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XXXI. 

* The myghty goddesse also of Nature, 

That under God hath the governaunce 

Of worldly thinges commvtted to her cure. 
Disposed hath, thro^A her wyse purveaunce, 

To yive my lady so moehe suffisaunee, 

Of alle vertues, and therewithal purvyde 
To mordre trouthe, hath taken Daunger to guyde. 

ixxn. ' 

* For bounty, beaute, shappe, and semelyhed, 
Prudence, witte, passyngly fairenesse, 

Benigne port, glad chere, with loulyhed, soo 
Of womanhede ryght plenteous largesse. 

Nature in her fully did" empresse, 

Whan she her wroght, and altherlast Dysdeyne, 
To hinder trouthe, she made her chambreleyne. 

xxxin. 

* When Mystrust also, and Fals-suspecioun, 

With Mysbeleve she made for to be 
Chefe of counseyle, to this conclusioun, 

For to exile Trouthe, and eke Pite, 

Out of her court to make Mercie fie, 

So that Dispite, now holdeth forth her reyne, sio 
Throgh hasty beleve of tales that men feyne. 

xxxIT. 

c And thus I am for my trouthe, alas ! 

Mordred and slayn with wordis sharp and kene, 
Giltdes, Godwote, of alZe trespas, 

And lye and blade upon this eolde grene. 

Now mercie, suete! mercye, my lyves quene ! 
And to youre grace of mercie yet I preys, 

In youre servise that your man may deye. 
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LXXV. 

f But and so be that I shal deye algate, 
And that I shal non other mercye hav< 
Yet of my dethe let this be the date, 
That by youre wille I was broght to m 
Er hasiely, yf that y cm list me save. 

My sharpe woundes that ake so and ble 
Of mercie charm e, and also of womanh 

LXXYI. 

1 For other charme pleynly ys ther noo: 
But only mercie, to helpe in this case; 
For thogh my wounde blede evere in o< 
My lyve, my deth, stont in your grace. 
And thogh my gilte be nothing, alas! 

I &xb mercie in al my best entente, 

Bady to dye, yf that ye assente. 

lxxto. 

* For ther ayenes shal I never strive 
In word© ne werke, pleynly I ne may. 
For fervor I have then to be alyve 
To dye so My, and hit be her to pay; 
Yo, thogh hit be this eeh<e same day, 

Or when that ever her Inste to devyse, 
me to dye in your servise. 


mnn. - 
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LXXIX. 

For that in sothe sufficethe unto me, 

[f she hit know in every circumstaunce, 

imd after I am wel apayd that she 

iff that her lyst of deth to do vengeaunee 550 

Into me, that am under her legeaunce, 

iit sitte me not her doom to dysobeye; 

hit at her luste wilfully to deye. 

T,TTT . 

Without^ gruching or rebellioun, 
n wil or worde, holy I assent, 

)r eny maner eontradixioun, 

Tully to be at her commaundement; 

Lnd yf I dj&n, in my testament 
dy hert I send, and my spirit also, 

Vhat-so-ever she list with hem to do. 550 

T. YTT T. 

And alderlast unto her womanhede, 
md to her mercy me I recommaunde, 

'hat lye now here betwex^ hope and drede, 
Lbyding pleynly what she list commaunde ; 

’or utterly this nys no demaunde 
Welcome to me while me lastefch brethe, 
i-yght at her chose, wher hit be lyf or dethe. 
nxxxn. 

In this mater more what mygbt I seyn, 
ith in her honde and in her wide ys alle, 

!othe lyf and dethe, my joy, and al my peyn; 
md fynally my heste holde I shal, 
il my spirit, be destanye fatal, 

{hen that her liste fro my body wmde, 

[ave here my trouthe, and thus I make an ende.* 
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LXXXIII. 

And with that worde he gan sikeft as sore, 
Lyke as his herte ryve wolde atweyne, 

And hold© his pese, and spake a worde no m( 
But for to se his woo and mortal peyne, 

The teres gonne fro myn eyen reyne 
Ful pitously, for verry inwarde routhe, 

That I hym sawe so languysshing for his troi 

XXXXIV 

And al this while my self I kepte close 
Amonge the bowes, and my self gan hide, 

Til at the last the woful.man arose. 

And to a logge wente ther besyde, 

Wher al the May his custom was to abyde, 
Sole to compleyndTi of his peynes kene,. 

Fro yer to yer, under the bowes grene. 


LXXXV. 

And for because that hit drowe to the nyght, 
And that the sunne his arke diurnahe, 
Ypassed was, so that his persaunt lyght, 

His bryghte bemes and his stremes alh 
Were in the wawes of the water falk, 

Under the bordure of onr ocean, 

His chare of golde his course so swyftly ran 


nxxxvi. 

And while the twilyght r and the rowes rede 
Of Phebus lyght were deaurat a Mte, 

I fcoke, and g^n me faste spede, 

\ man to write 
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zxxxvu. 

ght be mys, leyth the wite on me, 

I am worthy for to here the blame, 

ay thing i-mysreported be, 

nake this ditie for to seme lame 

Dgh myn unkunnyng, but for to seme the same, 

& as this man his compleynt did expresse, 

e mercie and foryevenesse. 

lxxxyui. 

, as I wrote, me thoght I sawe aferre, eio 

in the west? lustely appere 

irus, the goodly bryghte sterre, 

lad, so feire, so persaunt eke of chere, 

me Venus with her bemys clere, 

; hevy hertis oonly to releve 
ont of custom for to shewe at eve. 

X/XX XIX. 

I as fast? fel doun on my kne, 

even thus to her I gan to preie: 

ady Venus ! so feire upon to se, 

aot this man for his trouthe dey€, 620 

that joy thou haddest when thou leye 

t Mars thi knyght, when Voleaxras yow founde. 

with a eheyne umvkible yow bounde. 

XCL 

'edre bothe tweyne in the same while, 
al the court above celestial, 
aure shame gen laughe and smyle: 
ire lady, wel willy founde at al! 

? ort to careftiil, 0 goddesse immortal! 
elpyng now, and do thy diligence, 
it the stremes of thin influence m 

n. yu a 
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xcx. 

* Descend© doune, in furtheryng of the trouthe, 
Namely of hem that be in sorowe bonnde ; 

Shew now thy myght, and on her wo have routhe, 
Er falss Daunger sle hem and confounde: 

And specialy let thy myght be found© 

For to socours, what-so that thou may, 

The trewtf man that in the erber lay. 

xcir. 

‘ And al le trewe further for his sake, 

0 glade sterre ! 0 lady Venus myn! 

And cause his lady him to grace take; 640 

Her hert of stele to mercy so enelyne, 

Er that thy bemes-go up to declyne, 

And er that thou now go fro us adoune, 

For that love thou haddest to Adoun/ 


xcm. 

And when that she was goon unto her rests, 
I rose anon, and home to bed de wents, 

For verry wery, me thoght hit for the bests, 
Preying thus in olfe my best entente, 

That alle trews, tfyat be with Daunger shent, 
With mercie may, in reles of her peyn, 
Recured be, er May come eft ayeya. 

xostv. 

And for that I ne may noo longer-wake, 
Farerwel, ye lovers alZe that be trewe! 

i^lj|od, and thus my lev© I take, 

^ Jhat er th 4 Ji^nne to morowe be ryse newe. 
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ene thus, that in al honeste, 

houte more ye may togedre speke wo 

at so yow liste at goode liberty 

it eche may to other her herte breke, 

Jelosie oonly to be iwreke, 

,t hath so longe of malice and envie 
erred trouthe with his tiranye. 

LEXYOYE, 

XCVI. 

ices, pleseth hit your benignite 
3 litil ditd to have in mynde! 
vomanhede also for to se, 
t trewe man may summe mercie fynde, 

L Pitd eke, that long hath be behynde, 670 
then ayein be provoked to grace ; 
by my trouthe hit is ayenes kynde, 
j Daunger for to occupie his place. 

xcvn. 

Litel quayre, go unto my lyves quene 
[ my verry hertis sovereigns, 

[ be ryght glad for she shal the sene; 
h is thi grace; but I alas in peyne 
left behinde, and not to whom to pleyne; 
Mercie, Routhe, Grace, and eke Pite 
led be, that I may not ateyne, eao 

ure to fynde of mjn adversitd. 


EXPLICIT. 




THE COMPLAYNT OF MAES AND YENU 


I. 

LADETH,ye/ow£es, of the morowe gra] 
Loo, Phebus rysen amonge yon row 
rede! 

And floures fresshe, honoured ye th: 
May, 

For when the sunne uprist then wol ye sprede; 
But ye lovers that lye in eny drede, 

Fleeth lest wikked tonges yow espye ! 

Loo, yonde the sunne, the candel of jalosye ! 



ii. 


With teres blew, and with a wounded herte 
Taketh your leve, and, with seynt Johan to borowe 
Apeseth sumwhat of your sorowes smerte, % 
/Tyme eometh efte, cese shal your sorowe; 

* The glade nyght ys worthe an hevy morowe, 
Seynt Yalentyne ! 9 a foule thus herd I synge, 
Upon your day, er the sunpe gan up sprynge. 



rede yow al awake ; 
m humble wyse. 


^^.aervyse: 
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ind ye that han ful chosen as I devise, 
lonfermeth hyt perpetuely to dure, 20 

Ind paciently taketh your aventure.’ 

IV. 

Lnd for the worshippe of this highe feste, 
r et wol I in my briddes wise synge, 

'he sentence of the compleynt, at the leste, 

'hat woful Mars made atte departyng 
Vo fressh Venus in a fair morwenynge, 

/’han Phebus, with his firy torches rede, 
ansaked hath every lover in hys drede. 

v. . 

Tiilom the thrid^ hevenes lord above, 
s wel by hevenysh revolucioun, 30 

s by desert hath wonne Venus his love, 
nd she hath take him in subjecioun, 
ad as a maistresse taught him his lessoun, 
>mmaundynge him that nevere in her service, 
e ner so bolde no lover to dispise. 

VT. 

>r she forbad him jelosye at alle, 
id cruelte, and host, and tyrannye; 
e made Mm at her lust so humble and t&ralle, 
at when her deynede to cast on hym her ye, 

5 toke in paeienee to'lyve or dye; 40 

td thus she brydeleth him, in her manere, 
th nothing but with scormjng of her chore. 

vn. 

10 regneth now in blysse but Venus, 
at hath thys worthy knyght in govemaunce ? 
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Who syngetknow but Mara that seryeth thus 
The faxre Yentis, causer of plesaunee ? 

He bynt him to- perpetuel obeisaunce. 

And she bynt her to love him for evere. 

But so be that his trespace hyt desevere. 

vm. 

Thus be they knyt, and regnen as in heven. 

Be lokyng moost; til hyt hi on a tyde. 

That by her bothe assent was set a steven. 
That Mars shai entre as fast as he may glyde, 
Into hir nexte paleys to abyde, 

Walkyng fays cours til she had him atake, 

And he preyede her to haste her for his sake. 


IX. 


Than seyde he thus, ‘ Myn hertis lady suete. 
Ye knowe wel my mysehefe in that place, 
For sikerly til that I with yow mete, 

My lyfe stant ther in aventure and grace. 
But when I se the beaute of your face, 

Ther ys no dred of deth may do me smerte. 
For alle your lust is ese to myn herte.* 


hath so grete compassioun on her knyght, 

> dwaileth in solitude til she come, 

i so, that ylke tyme no wight, 
KBjjaa, ne seyde to hym welcome, 

fey? sorowe was overcome : 
m her weje. 
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f XI. 

he grete yoye that was betwex hem two, 
hen they .be mette, ther may no fringe telZe; 
her is no more hut unto bed thei go, 
nd thus in joy and blysse I let hem duelZe ; 
his worth! Mars that is of knyghthode welZe, 
he flour of feyrenesse lappeth in his armes, 
nd Venus kysseth Mars the god of armes. 


xu. 

>joumed hath this Mars of which I rede 
1 chambre amyd the paleys prively, 
certeyn tyme, til him fel a drede, so 

hrogh Phebus, that was eomen hastely 
r ithin the paleys yates fill sturdely, 
r ith torche in honde, of which the stremes bryghte 
a Venus chambre gan Icytheful grete lyghte. 


xm, 

he chambre, ther as ley this fressha quene, 
epeynted was with white boles grete, 
nd by the lyght she knew that shone so shene, 
hat Phebus earn to bren hem with his hete; 
his cely Vends, nygh dreynt in teres wete, 
nbraeeth Mars, and* seycfe* Alas, I dye 1 so 
he torch & ebme, that al this world woi wrie.’ 

/ ■ xrt. , • 

p sterte Mars, hym lustc not to slepe, 
hen that he his lady. herds so compleyne; 
it, forhis nature was not for to wepe, 
istide- of toes, fro his eyen tweyne 
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The firy sparkes brosten out for peyne, ' 

And hent his hauberke that ley hym besyde; 
Fie wold he not, ne myght himselven hide. 


XT. 


He thrtfWe^ on him his helme of huge wyghte, 
And girt him with his swerde; and in his honde 
His myghty spere, as he was wont to fyghte, 101 
He shaketh so, that almost it to-wonde ; 

Ful he'vy was he to walken over londe; 

He may not holde with Venus companye. 

But bad her fleen lest Phebus her espye. 


XVI. 

0 woful Mars! alas, what maist thou seyn. 

That in the paleys of thy disturbaunce. 

Art left byhynd in peril to be sleyn ? 

And yet therto ys double thy penaunce. 

For she that hath thyn hert in governance, 110 
Is passed half© the stremes of thyn yen * 

That thou ner swift, wel maist thou wepe and crien. 


Now fleeth Venus into Cicliniws toure, 

With voide cours, for fere of Phebus lyght. 
Alas ! and ther ne hath she no socoure. 

For she no founde ne saugh no maner wyght ■ 
&ad eke as ther she ha dde but litel myght ; 
*JjJ**^ her selven for to hyde and save, 

; cave. 



: -,"'4 

•ra 


tbo heliie, i2 (^; 
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A naturel day in derk I let her dwelle. 

Now wol I speke of Mars furiouse and wode; 
For sorow lie wold have sene his herte blode, 
Sith that he myght have done her no companye. 
He ne roghte not a myte for to dye. 


So feble he wex for hete and for his wo, 

That nygh he swelt, he myght unnethe endure; 
He passeth but a sterre in dayes two; 

But nertbeles, for al his hevy armure, i?o 

He foloweth her that is his lyves cure; 

For whos departyng he toke gretter ire, 

Then for'his omie brenning in the fire. 

xx. 

After he walketh softely a paas, 

Compleynyng that hyt pite was to here. 

He seyde, 6 0 lady bryghte Yenus ! alas, 

That ever so wyde a compas ys my spere I 
Alas ! when shal I mete yow, myn herte dare ? 
Thys twelve dayes of Aprile I endure, 

Throgh jelouse Phebus, this mysaventure/ ho 

; xxr. 

Now God belpe sely Yenus allone 1 
But as God wolde hyt happed# for to be, 

That while that Yenus weping made her m&m 
Cielmius ryding in his ehevaehe, 

Fro Yenus Vcdams myght# his paieys se; 

And Yenus he salueth, and makeih ehere. 

And her receyvetb as his frende ful dere. 
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XXII. 

Mars dwelleth forth in his adversyte, 
Compleynyng ever in oon her departynge; 
And what Lis eompleynt was remembreth me 
And therfore, in this lusty morwenynge, 

As I best can, I wol hit seyn and synge. 

And after that I wol my leve take ; 

And God yif every wyght joy of his make J 


THE COMTLEYXT OF MAES. 


XXIII. 

The ordre of eompleynt requireth skylfully, 
That yf a wight shal pleyne pitously, 

Ther mot he cause wherfore that men pleyne 
Other men may deme he pleyneth folely, 

And causeles. Alas, that do not I! 

Wherfor the groUnde aiid cause of al my peyne, 
So as my troubled witte may hit atteyne, 

I wol reherse ; not for to have redresse, 

But to declare my grouhde of hevynesse. 


Tke hrste tyme, alas, that I was wroght, 
Aad for certeyn effectes hider broght, 

^ that lordeth eeh .intelligence, 

' ^py ta^e servise and iny theght, 

l.have hit height. 
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m 


XXV. 

This is no feyned mater that I telle ; 

My lady is the verrey sours and well© 

Of beautd, lust, fredam, and gentilnesse. 

Of riche aray, how dere men hit sell©, 

Of al disport in which men frendely duelle. 

Of love and pley, and of benigne humblesse. 

Of soune of instrumentes of al swetnesse, 

And therto so wel fortuned and thewed, iso 

That thorow the worlde her goodness© is yshewed 


XXVI. 

What wonder ys then thogh that I besets 
My servise on suche one that may me knette 
To wele or wo, sith hit lythe in her myghte ? 
Therfore myn herte for-ever I to her highte, 

Ne truely for my dethe shal I not 1 ette, 

To ben her truest servaunt and her knyght. 

I flater noght, that may wete every wyght; 

For this day in her servise shad I dye* 

But grace be, X se her never wyth ye. 

xxvir. 

To whoan shal l of mj di&tresso? 

Who may me help©, who may my harm© redress©? 
Shal I eompdeyn unto my lady fre? 

Nay, certes, for she hath stuci hevynesse. 

For fere and $k© for wo, that as X gesse, 

In lytil tyme hit wol her bane be; 

But were she safe, hit wer no fors of me. 

Alas, that ever lovers mote endure, 

For love, so many a perilouse aventnre 1 
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XXVIII. 

For tho gh so be that lovers be as trewe 
As any metal that is forged newe, 

In many a case hem tydeth ofte sorowe. 

Som ty me hire ladies wil not on hem rewe ; 
Somtyme, yf that jelosie hyt knew©, 

They myghten lyghtly ley her hede to borowe 
Somtyme envyous folke with tunges horowe 
Departen hem, alas ! Whom may they plese ? 
But he be fals, no lover hath his ese. 


xxrx. 

But what availeth suche a longe sermoun 
Of aventures of love up and doune ? 

I wol returne and speken of my peyne; 

The poynt is this of my distruccion, 

My rights lady, my savaeyoun, 

Is in affray, and not to whom to pleyns. 

0 herts suete ! 0 lady sovereyne 1 

For your disese I oght wel swoune and swelte, 

Thogh I none other harm© ne drede felts. 


xxx. 

To what fyne made the God that sitte so hye, 
Benethen love other company©, 

And streyneth folke to love malgre her hede ? 
.And than her joy, for oght I can eepye, 

have never joy til they be^ede. 
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XXXI. 

hid thogh he made a lover love a thing, 
hid maketh hit seme stedfast and during, 
ifet putteth he in hyt such mysaventure, 

?hat rest nys ther in his yevinge. 220 

Ind that is wonder that so juste a kynge 
)oth such hardnesse to his creature. 

'hus whether love breke or elles dure, 
dgates he that hath with love to done, 
lath ofter wo than changed ys the mone. 

XX£II. 

[it someth he hath to lovers enemytd, 
md lyke a fissher, as men al day may se, 
iateth hys angle-hoke with summe plesaunee, 
il mony a fissch ys wode to that he be 
esed therwith; and then at erst hath he 240 
1 his desire, and therwith al myschaunce, 
nd thogh the lyne breke he hath penaunce; 
or with the hoke he wounded is so sore, 
hat he his wages hathe for evermore. 

xxxm. 

be broche of Thebes was of such a kynde, 

) ful of rubies and ;of stones of Ynde, 
bat every wight that set on hit an ye, 
e wend anon to worthe out of his mynde; 

> sore the beaute wold his herte bynde, 

1 he hit had, him thoght he muste dye; 250 

ad whan that it was his then shuld he drye 
ich woo for drede ay while that he hit hadefe, 
iat welnygh for the fere he shulde ma Me. ' 
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xxxrv. 

And whan hit was fro his possessions 
Than had he double wo and passioun, 

That he so feir a tresore had<$e forgo; 

But yet this broche, as in conclusioun, 

Was not the cause of his confusioun; 

But he that wroght hit enfortuned hit so. 
That every wight that had hit shuld have wo 
And therfore in the worcher was the vice, 
And in the covetour that was so nyce. 


XXXV. 

So fareth hyt by lovers, and by me; 

For thogh my lady have so gret beauts, 

That I was mad til I had de gete her grace, 
She was not cause of myn adversite, 

But he that wroghte her, as mot I the, 

That putte suche beauts in her face, 

That made me eoveten and purehace 
Myn oune dethe; him wite I that I dye, 

And myne wn witte that ever I clombe so bye. 


xxxvi. 


Bit to yow hardy knyghtes of renoun, 

Sya that ye he, of my devisioun, 

,/&k he I hot worthy .to so grefce a name, 

clerkes I am yoor patroun, 
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XXXVXT. 

md ye, my ladyes, that ben true and stable, 
le wey of kynde ye oghten to be able 
'o have pitd of folke that ben in peyne, 

Tow haye ye cause to clothe yow in sable; 
ith that youre emperise, the honurable, 

9 desolat, wel oghte ye to pleyne, 

Tow shuld your holy teres falle and reyne. 

Jas ! your honour and your emperise, 

Fegh ded for drede, ne can Her not chevise. 

XXXVIII. 

lompleyneth eke ye lovers al in fere 290 

'or her that, with unfeyned humble chore, 
fas evere redy to do yow sodoure; 
ompleineZA her that evere hath had yow dere ; 
ompleyneth beautd, fredom, and manere ; 
ompleyneth her that endeth your labour, 
ompleyneth thilke ensample of al honour, 
hat never dide but alwey gentilesse; 
lytheth therfor in her summe kyndenesse. 

THE COMRLXYXT OR TE2TUB. 

XXXIX. 

heee nys so high comfort to my plesaunce, 
fhan th$t I am in eny hevynesse, m 

s for to have leyser of remembraunee, 
pon the manhod a^nd the worthynesse, 
pon the trouthe, and on the stedfastnesse, 
f him whos I am al whiles I may dure; 
her oghte blame me' no creature, 

Dr every wight preiseth his gentilesse. 
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XL., 

In him ys bounty wysdom, and governaunce, 
Mel more then eny manwes witte can gesse; 

Tor grace hath wolde so ferforthe hym avaunee, 
That of knyghthode he is parfite richesse; sjlo 
Honour honoureth him for his noblesse; 

Therto so well hath formed him Nature. 

That I am his for ever, I him assure, 

For every wight preysith his gentilesse. 

XLI, 

And not withstondyng al his suffisaunce, 

His gentil hert ys of so grete humblesse 
To me in worde, in werke, in contenaunce, 

And me to serve is al his besynesse, 

That I am set in verrey sikirnesse. 

Thus oght I blesse wel myn aventure, m 

Sith that him list me serven and honours, 

For every wight preiseth his gentilesse. 

xm. 

Now certis, Love, hit is right covenable, 

That m£n ful dere bye the nobil thinge, 

As wake, a-bed, and fasten at the table, 

Wepinge to laugh and sing in compleynynge, 

. And down to casts visage and lokynge, 
j Cpem. to chaunge visage and contenaunce, 
jte fjwara. and at the daunoe, 

[.my) 
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3 -er dothe no wyght nothing so resonable, 

3 .at al nys harm© in her ymagenynge. 

3 -us dere abought is Love in his yevynge, 

T^-icli ofte he yifeth withoute ordynaunee, 
s sorow ynogh, and litil of plesaunce, JP 

f- the reverse of any glad felynge. 

XLIV. 

lytel tyme his yift ys agreable, 
it ful eneomb^rouse is the usynge; 340 

subtil Jelosie, the deceyvable, 
il often tyme causeth desturbynge. 
ius be we ever in drede and suffrynge ; 
l no certeyn we languisshen in penaunee, 
ad han ful often mony an harde myschaunce, 

• the reverse of any glad felynge. 

XLV. 

it eertys, Love, I sey not in such wise, 
lat for tescape out of youre lace I mente, 

>r I so longe have be in your servise, 

aat for to let of wil I never assents aso 

0 fors ! ye! thogh Jelosye me turmente, 

Lfficeth me to se hym when I may; 
id therfore eertys to myn endyng day, 

► love hym best that shal I never repents. 

XL VI, 

id certis, Love, whan I me wel aviso, 

• eny fixate that man may represents, 

rep have ye made me, throy/s your fraunehise, 

S-fese die feeste that ever on erthe wente, 

>W love wel, hert, and loke thou never stenttf, 
won, vi. t 
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And let the Jelousie put hit in assay, 36 

That for no peyn, I wille not sey nay; 

To love yow best, that shall I never repente. 

XL VII. 

Herte, to the hit ought ynough suffise, 

That Love so highe a grace to yow sente, 

To ehese the worthiest in a lie wise, 

Ajad most agreable unto myn entente. 

Seche no ferther, neythir wey ne wente, 

Sithe I have sufiisaunce unto my pay, 

Thus wol I ende this compleynt or this lay, 

To love hym best Tie shal I never repente. 

LEXVOY. 

XL VIII. 

Princes! resseyveth this compleynt in gre, 

Unto your exeelent benignitd ; 

Direct©, affcir my litel sufiisaunce; 

For elde, that in my spirit dulleth me, 

Hath of endyting al the subtilitd 
Welnyghe bereft out of my remembraunce: 

And eke to me hit is a grete penaunee, ; f 

Syth ryme in Englissh hat& such skarsete, 

.To Mow© word© by worde the curiositd 37 $ 
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)THER of norture, best beloved of a lie, 
And fresshest flour, to whom, good thrift 
God sende! 

Your child©,if it lust you me so to ca lie, 
A1 be I unable my selfe so to pretende, 

To your discrecion I recommende 

Myn herte and al, with every circumstance, 

A1 holy to be under your govemaunce. 

Moste desire I, and have and ever shal, 

Thyng whiche might your herfces ease amende; 
Have me excused, my power is but smal; 
N'athelesse, of right, ye oughts to eommende 
V{y goo de will#, which fayne wolde entende 
To do you seryyce; for al my suflysaunee 
js holy to be under your govemaunce. 

\£etdx m m herte which never shal 
tye ffesshe and newe, and right glad to^fepende - 
fy tyme in your servyce, what so befall#, 
Jesechyng your excellence to defende 
symplenesse, if ignoraunce oflende 
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In any wyse; sythe that myn affyaunce 
Is holy to ben under your governaunce. 

Daisy of lyght, very ground© of comforte, 

The Sonnes doughter ye hight, as I rede; 

For whan he westreth, farwel your disporte ! 
By your nature anon, right for pure drede 
Of the rude night that with his boystous wede 
Of derkenesse shadoweth our emyspere. 

Than closen ye, my lives lady dere ! 


Dawnyng the Day to his kynde resorte, 

And Phebus your father with his stremes rede 
Adometh the morowe, consumyng the sorte 
Of misty cloudes that wolden overlede 
Trewe humble hertes with her mistyhede, 
Nere comforte a-dayes, whan eyen clere 
Disclose and sprede my lyves lady dere, 


Je vouldray—but greata God disposeth 
And maketh casuel, by his provydenee, 

Suche thyng as manraes frele witte purposeth, 
A! for the best, if that our conscience 
$at grutehe it, but in humble paeienee 
It reeeyve: for Ood saythe, without^ fable, 

A feythful herte ever is acceptable. 


? ^sE^els who so useth gladly, gloseth; 

suche it is right high prudence; 
myn .herte opposeth, 
japes in yomr* absence 

presence. 
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Quaketh my penne; my spyrit supposeth so 
That in my writyng ye fynde wol some offence; 
Myn herte welkeneth thus sone ,* anon it ryseth; 
Nowe hotte, no we colde, and efte in fervenee: 
That mysse is, is caused of neglygence, 

And not of malyce; therfore bethe mercyable; 

A faythful herte ever is acceptable. 

LENTO YE. 

Forthe com play nt! forthe lackyng eloquence! 
Forthe lytle letter, of endytyng lame ! 

I have besought my ladyes sapyenee 

Of thy behalfe, to accept in game so 

Thyn inabylitd; do thou the same : 

Abyde! have more yet!—Je serve Jouesse. 

Nowe forth I close the in holy Venus name ! 

The shal unclose my hertes governeresse. 




A PEAISE OF WOMEN. 


tho that lyste of women evyl to speke, 
And sayn of hem worse than they de- 

I praye to God that her neckes to-breke, 
Or on some evyl dethe mote tho janglers sterve ; 
For every man were holden hem to serve, 

And do hem worship, honour, and servyee, 

In every maner that they best coude devyse. 


For we oughte first to thinke on what man ere 
They bring us forth, and what payn they endure 
First in our byrth, and syth fro yere to yere r 
How busely they done hir busy cure, 

To kepe ns fro every misaventure 
In our youthe, whan we have no might 
Gni* selfe to kepe, neither by day nor nyght. 

howe may we say on hem but wele, 
were fostred and ybore, 

^eonr%;and ever.trewe as stele,,. 
osfte they sufire sore ? 
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This is wel knowen, and hath ben or this, 

That women ben cause of al/e lightnesse, 

Of knyghthode, norture, eschewyng al malis, 
Encrease of worshyp, and of alfe worthynesse; 
Therto eurteys and meke, and ground of al good- 
nesse, 

Glad and mery, and trewe in every wyse 
That any gentyl herte can thynke or devyse. 

find though any wolde truste to your untruthe, 
And to your fayre wordes wold aught assent*?, 30 
[n good# fayth me thynketh it were gret ruthe, _ 
That other women sholde for hir gylt be shent, 
rhat never knew, ne wiste nought of hir entent, 

^e lysb? not to here the fayre words ye write, 
yVhich ye you payne fro day to day tendyte. 

3ut who may beware of your tales untrewa, 

[hat ye so busyly paynt and endite ? 

?or ye wyl swere that ye never knewe, 

<Je sawe the woman, neyther moche ne lyte, 

>ave onely her to whom ye haAde deHte, 40 

ls for to serve of al that ever ye sey£, 
iM fer her love must ye nedes deye. 

hen wyl ye swere that ye knewe never before 
\fhat Love Was, ne his dredM ofeservaunee, 

5ut rtowe ye Me that he can wounde sore; 
Vherfore ye pntZe yon into her govemaunce, 
khom Love hath ordeyned you to serve and do 
piesannee 

7ith al your might your lytel lyvee space, 

Thiehe endeth sone but if she do you grace. 
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And then to bedde wylle ye soone drawe, sc 
And sone sicke ye wylle you than fayne, 

And swere faste your lady hath you slawe, 

And brought you sudeynly so high a payne 
That fro your deth may no man you restraync. 
With a daungerous loke of her eyen two, 

That to your dethe muste ye nedes go. 

Thus wylle ye mome, thus wy lie ye sighe sore, - 
Is though your herte anon in two wolde breste. 
And swere fa&te that ye may live no more, 

< Myne owne lady ! that might, if ye leste, eo 
Bringe myn herte somdele into reste, 

As if you lyst mercy on me to have;* 

Thus your untrouth wyl ever mercy crave. 

Thus wol ye playne, tho gh ye nothyng smerte, 
These innocent creatures for to begyle, 

And swere to hem, so wounded in your herte 
For her love, that ye may lyve no whyle, 

Searsly so longe as one mights go a mile, 

So hyeth dethe to bringe you to an ende, 

But if your soverayn lady lyst you to amende, to ; 



And if for routhe she comforte you in any wyse 
Per pyte of your false othes sere, 

mnoeent weneth that it be as you devyse ’ 
your herte be as she may here, 
eom^rt and somwhat do you chore 
(feme of her ful y lie, 
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lias ! why might ye not as wel says the bests, so 
Is for to deme hem thus gyltelesse ? 

*n your herte, ywis, there is no gentylnesse, 

That of your owns gylt lyst thus women fame; 
tfow, by my trouth, me thynke ye be to blame. 

Tor of women cometh this worldly wele, 

Vherfore we oughts to worship hem evermore ; 

Lnd thou it mishap one, we oughts for to hele, - 
•"or it is al through our false lore, 

'hat day and night we payne us evermore 
Vith many an othe these women to begyle so 
V'ith false tales, and many a wicked wyle. 

jad if falshede shulde be reckoned and tolde 
n women, iwys ful trouthe were, 

Jot as in men, by a thousand fold; 

Vo alZs vices, iwys they stande cl ere, 
n any thing that ever I coude of here, 
tat if entysing of these men it make, 
hat hem to flatteren connen never slake. 

wolde fayne wete wher ever ye coude here, 
/ithoute menwss tysing, what women dyd amis, 100 
or ther ye may get hem ye lye fro yere to yere, 
nd many a gabbing ye make to hem, iwys ; 
or I could never here ne knowen ere this, 
rhere ever ye coude fynde in any place, 
hat ever women besoughts you of grace. 

here ye you payne with al your ful£s might, 
r ith al your herte, and al your beysnesse, 

3 pleasen hem bothe by day and night, 
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Prayeng hem of her grace and gentylnesse, 

To have pyte upon your greats distresse, no 

And that they wolde on your payne have routhe, 
And slee you not, sens ye meane but trouthe. 


Thus may ye see that they ben fautelesse, 

And innocent to al le your werkes slie, 

And a lie your craftes that touche falsnesse, 

They knowe hem not, ne may hem not espye; 

So sweare ye that ye muste nedes die, 

But if they wolde, of hir womanheed, 

Upon you re we, er that ye be deed. 

And than your ‘ lady 9 and your f hertes quene ’ 120 
Ye calle hem, and therewith ye syghe sore, 

And say, * My lady, I trowe that it be sene 
In what plite that I have lyved ful yore ; 

But nowe I hope that ye wol no more 
In these peynes suffre me for to dweKe, 

For of al goodnesse, iwys, ye be the welle 


n§ 


Lo, whiche a paynted processe can ye make, 
These harmlesse creatures for to begyle ! 

And whan they slepe, ye payne you to wake, 

A^d to betfcinke you on many a wicked wyle ; 130 
shalse the day that ye shal curse the whyle 
your entent 
felshede never mente. 






I wolde lie, 

TP* 
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Right comyng, fayre, and ful of mekenesse, 

Good and glad, and lowly, I you ensure, 

Is this goodly angelyke creature. ho 

And if it happe a man be in disease, 

She dothe her busynesse and her ful le peyne 
With al her might, him to comforte and please 
If fro his disease she might# him restreyne; 

In word ne dede, iwys, she wol not fayne, 

But with al her might she dothe her besynesse 
To bring© him out of his hevynesse. 

Lo, what gentyllesse these women have, 

If we coude knowe it for our rudeness© I 

How besy they be us to kepe and save, iso 

Both in heale, and also in sicknesse ! 

And alway right sory for our distress©, 

In every maner; thus shewe thy routhe, 

That in hem is al goodness© and trouthe. 

And syth we fynde in hem gentylnesse and trouth, 
Worshyp, bountd, and kyndenesse evermore, 

Let never this gentyless© through your slouth 
In hir kynde trouthe be aught forlore 
That in woman is, and hath yben ful yore, 

For in reverence of the hevens Quene, 160 

We ought# to worshyp al le women that bene. 

For of alls creatures that ever were get and borne, 
This wote ye wel, a woman was the best#; 

By her was recovered theblysse that we hadefo lorne, 
And thruogh the woman shal we come to rest#, 

And ben ysaved, if that our selfe lest# • 
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Wherfore, me thynketh, if that we hadde grace, 
We oughten honour women in every place. 

Therfore I rede that, to our lyves ende, 

Fro this tyme forth, while that we have space; 17 
That we have trespaced, pursue to amende, 

Pray eng our Lady, wel of al le grace, 

To bringe us unto that blysful place, 

There as she and a lie goode women shal be mfere 
In heven above, amonge the angels clere. 


EXPLICIT. 



MINOR POEMS. 


THE COMPLEYNTE OF THE DETHE 
OF FITE. 

HOW PITS IS DEDE AND BUE1ED IN A GENTLE HERTE. 

ITE, that I have sought so yore agoo 
With herte soore, and ful of besy 
peyne, 

That in this worlde was never wight 
so 'woo 

iVithoute the dethe ; and yf I shal not feyne, 
dy purpose was of Pitee for to pleyne, 
ind eke upon the crueltee and tirannye 
)f Love, that for my trouthe doth me dye. 

Ind when that I be lengthe of certeyne yeres 
Jad, eyere in oon, soughte a tyme to speke, 
fo Pitee ran I ? al bespreynte with teres, m 

To prayen hfr on Craelte me wreke ; 
fat er I myghte with any worde out breke, 

)r telien any of my peynes smerte, 

. fonde hir dede and buried in an herte. 

Lnd doune I fel when that I saugh the herse 
)ede as stone while that the swogh laste; ’ 



i 


286 


MINOR POEMS. 


But up I roose with colour© wel dyverse, 

And pitously on hir myn eyen I caste, 

And ner the corps I came to pressen faste, 

And for the soule I shope me for to preye; 2< 

I was but lorne, ther was no more to seye. 


Thus am I slayne sith that Pite is dede ; 

Allas, the day that ever hyt shulda falle ! 

What maner man dar now hold up his hede ? 

To whom shal now any sorwful herte calle *? 

Now Cruelte hath caste to slee us alle 
In ydel hope we lyve redelesse of peyne; 

Sith she is dede, to whom shulde we eompleyne f 


But yet encreseth me this wonder newe, 

That no wight woot that she is dede but I, 30 
So mony men as in her tyme hir knewe ; 

And yit she dyede not so sodeynly ; 

For I have sought hir ever ful besely, 

Sith I hadde firste witte or marines mynde ; 

But she was dede er that I koude hir fynde. 


About© hir herse there stoden lustely 
Withouten any woo, as thoughts me. 
Bounty parfyte wel armed and richely. 
And fressh Beaute, Lust, and Jolytd, 

; As^ired-maner, Youthe, and Honeste, 

Estaafc, Drede, and Governance 
both? by hohde and alliance. 

I wrften in myn bonde. 



40 
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Then do me helpe, I helde my cowpleynt still ©; 
For to that folke, withouten ony fayle, 

Withoute Pitee ther ne may no bille availe. 

Then leve we alle vertues, save ooniy Pite, so 
Kepynge the corps as ye have herde me seyn, 
Confedered by bonde and by Cruelte, 

And ben assented when I shal be sleyn. 

And I have put my complaynt up ageyn, 

For to my foes my bille I dar not shewe, 

Theffect of which seith thus in wordes fewe. 


THE COMPLEYNT HT THE BILLE- 


*• Humblest of herte, highest© of reverence, 
Benygne flour, coroune of vertues alle! 

Sheweth unto youre rialle excellence 

Youre servaunt, yf I durste me so calle, so 

His mortal harme, in which he is i-falle, 

And noght al ooniy for his evel fare, 

But for your renoun, as I shal declare. 


‘ Hit stondeth thus :—your contrary 
Allyed is ayenst your regaltyie. 
Under colour of 
(For men 
With Bomitee, 

And hath depryved yow .nowe 
That is 
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To helpe Trouthe in his adversyte; 

Ye be also the corowne of beaute; 

And certes, yf ye want m in these tweyn 
The worlde is lore, ther is no more to seyn. 

£ Eke what availeth maner or gentilesse 
Withoute yow, benygne creature ? 

Shal Cruelte be now youre governeresse ? 

Allas, what herte n#|y hyt longe endure ? 
Wherfore but ye’the rather taken cure 
To breke that perilouse allyaunce, 

Ye sleen hem that ben of your obeisaunce. 

£ And furtherover, if ye suffre this, 

Youre renoun is fordoow then in a throwe, 

Ther shal no man wete welle what pit^ is. 
A llas, that ever your renoun is falle so lowe ! 

Ye be also fro youre heritage ythrowe 
By Cruelte, that oeeupieth youre place, 

And we despeyred that seken to youre grace. 

£ Have mercy on me, thow hexenes quene, * 
That yow have sought so tendirly and yore, 

Let somme streme of youre light on me be sene 
That love and drede yow ever lenger more; 

For sothely for to seyne, I bere so sore, 

though I bee not kunnynge for to pleyne, 
love have mercy on my peyne. 

this, that what so I desire. 
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That have I redy, unsoghte, every where ; 

What maner thinge that may enerese my woo, 
Me lakketh hut my deth, and than my here. 

‘ What nedeth to shewe parcel of my peyne, 
Syth every woo, that herte may bethynke, 

I suffre; and yet I dar not to yow pleyne, 

For wel I wote, although I wake or wynke, 

Ye rekke not where I flete or^Bynke. 

Yit natheles my trouthe I shal sustene 
Unto my deth, and that shal wel be sene. 

‘ This is to seyne, I wol he youres $ver ; 

Though ye me slee hy Crueltee, your foo, 
Algate my spirite shal never dissever 
Fro youre servise, for eny peyne or woo. 

Now PitS that I have sought so yore agoo ! 

Thus for your deth I may wel wepe and pleyne 
With herte sore, al ful of besy peyne. 

EXPLICIT. 

BALLADE DE l S&fiRS 
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Ne may not doo me synge, though I dye, 
J’ay tout perdue, mon temps et mon laboure, 
For fynaUy Fortune I diffye. 


Yet ys me lefte the sight of my resoun, 

To knowen frend fro foo in thy meroure, 

So moche hath yet thy turnyng up and doun 
Ytaught me to knowen in an houre ; 

But truely noo fors of thy reddoure 
To him that over himself hath the maistrye, 
My suffisaunce shal be my socoure, 

For fynaly Fortune I dyffye. 


0 Socrates, thou stedfast champion, 

She myghtc never be thy turmentoure, 

Thow never dreddest hir oppression, 

Ne in hir.chere fbnde thou noo savoure; 2 

Thow knewc wel the deceyt of hir coloure. 

And that hir mooste worship is to lye; 

I knowe hir eke a fals dissymuloure, 

For fynaly Fortune I diffye. 


LA BESPOITS DtT EOBXTTNE ATT P1EXNTIP. 

Noo man is wrechched but himself yt wene. 

And he that hath himselfe hath suffisaunce. 

than I am to.tho sokene, { t 

^||#feavest thy self out of my goyemaunce ? .'J 

Grauntmerey of.thyn habu£dauii£§| 
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The nedeth not the galle of noon hiene, 

That cureth eyen derke fro her penaunce 
Now seesthow cleer that were in ignorannee. 

Yet halte thin ankre ? and yet thow maist arrive 
There bounty berith the keye of my substaunce, 
And eke thow hast thy beste trend alyve. 40 

How many have I refused to sustene, 

Sith I the fostred have in thy plesaunce ! 

Wolthow than maken a statute on thy quene. 

That I shal ben aye at thin ordinaunce ? 

Thou borne art in my regne of variaunee, 

Aboute the whele with other maisthow drive; 

My loor ys bet, than wikke is thy grevaunee, 

And eke thow havest thy beste frend alyve. 

I»B PLUirTTEF ENOOTJNTRE FOETTTNE. 

Thy loore I clampne! hit is adversite! 

My frend maisthow nat reve, btynde goddesse! m 
That I thy freqde knowe, I thanke yt ^ . f ,‘ 
Take hem ageyn l let hem goo fyo a-predSel. '* v 'rJ i 
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The see may ebbe and flowe more and lease; 
Thewelkene hath myght to shine, reynne, andhayle 
Ryght so mete I kythe my brotelnesse, 

In general this rule may nat fayle. 

Loo, thexcucion of the Magestd 
That alle purveyth of hys ryghtwisnesse, 

That same thing Fortune clepen ye, 

Ye blynde beestes ful of lewdenesse! 

The hevene hath proprety of sikernesse; 

This worlde hath ever restlesse travayle; 0 

The laste day ys ende of myne interesse, 

In general this rule may nat fayle. $ 

LEtfYOTE OTT POETUKE. 

Princes! I pray yow of your gentilesse t 

Lat not thys into km ine thus crie and pleyne, 
And I shal quyte yow this besynesse. 1 

And but yow litffte t'efeve him of his peyne, | 
Prayeth ye his beeSte frende of his noblesse, 

That to some beter estate he may atteyne. Ill 


BALLADE tO tl^TG ftTf rtTAlffi 


«&>#&&<& was s& st 
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That worde and dede, as in conclusyoun, 

Ys lyke noothyng; for turned up-so-doun 
Is alle this worlde, for mode and wilfulnesse. 

That alle is loste for lakke of stedfastnesse. 

What maketh, this worlde to be so variable 
But lust©, that folke han in dissensionn ? 

For amonges us nowe a man is holde unhable, 10 
But yf he kan, by somme oollusyoun, 

Do his neghbour wrong© or oppressioun. 

What causeth this but wilfnlle wreechednesse, 
That alle ys loste for lakke of stedfastnesse? 

Trouthe is put douu, resoun is holden fable; , 

Vertu hath© now^poo donainucioun ; 

Pitee exiled, uoq man ys merciable; 

Thurgh covytyse is blente discrecioun ; 

The worlde hath made permutations 

Fro ryght to wrong, fro trouthe to fikelenesse, sp 

That all© ys lost for lakke of stedfastnesse. 




) Prince desire to be.feoae^hle ; : - 

}herj^sshe thy foi% 

kiffre nothing that may he reprovaM 1 © 'i 
To thyn estaate, doon in thy tefgtona^ 
)hew forth the swerde of } • 

Irede God, do lam. 




Ml I S 
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THE COMPLEYNTE OF CHAUCER TO 
HIS PURSE, 

yow my purse and to noon other wight 
w&JImp Complayn I, for ye be my lady dere 1 
{SHlKtv I am so sory now that ye been lyght* 
For, certes, but-yf ye make me hevy 
chere, 

Me were as leef be layde upon my here. 

For whiehe unto your mercy thus I crye, 

Beeth hevy ageyne, or ©lies mote I dye ! 

Now voucheth sauf this day, or hyt be nyghte. 
That I of yow the blissful soune may here, 

Or see your colour lyke the sunne bryghte, Xo 
That of yelownesse hadde never pere. 

Ye he my lyfe!»ye be myn hertys stere ! 

Queue of comfort and goode companye! '? 

Beth hevy ayeyne, or elles moote I dye ! 

NoW, purse! ,that ben to me my lyves lyght, 

And saYeour as doun in this worlde here, 

Oute of this toune helpe n?e thurgh your myght, : 
Syn that ye wole nat bene my tresorere ; ■ 

For I am shave as nye as is a frere. * (1 

Bb£ I pray unto your courtesye, 

hewy &yey% or efies moote I dye! . 


m 
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GOOD COUNSEIL OF CHAUCER. 


LE fro the pres, and duelle with soth- 
fastnesse; 

Suffice the thy good though hit besmale; 
For horde hath hate, and dymbyng 
tikelnesse, 

Pres hath envye, and wele is blent over aile. 
Savour no more then the behove sha3ie; 

Do wel thy self that other folke canst rede. 

And trouthe the shal delyver, hit ys no drede. 



Peyne the not eche eroked to redresse 
In trust of hire that tumeth as a balle, 
Grete rest stant in’ lytil besynesse; 

Be war also to spurne ayein an nalle, 
Stryve not as doth a croke with a waBe 
Daunte thy selfe that dauntest 


And trouthe the shal m se 





That the ys sent | # 

The wrasteling of this wodd J 

Her is. no home, her is §5f 

Forth pilgrime l forth ] 

Loke up on J 
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PROSPERITY. 


S IGHT as povert causith sobirnesse, 
And febilnesse enforeith continence, 
Right so prosperity and grete riches 
The moder is of vice and negligence 
And powre also canseth insolence, 

And honour oftsise changith gude thewis; 
Thare is no more perilouse pestilence 
Than hie astate gevin unto schrewis. 


A BALLADE. 

Jp?n2n?HE flrste fadir and fynder of gentilnese 
mSI What man desirith gentil for to be, 
^3 Moste folowe his trace, and allehis witt 

i *"^^**‘ dresse, 

Yertu to shew, and vieis for to flee; 

For unto vertu longith dignitee, 

And nought the revers, savely dare I deme, 

AI were he mitre, corone or diademe. 

This flrste stoke was ful of rightwisnesse, • 
Trewe of his worde, soboure, pitous and free*; • 
I3eene of hie gooste and lovid besynesse, 

4la m§e qi glo^he in hdnesie ; \ i ) 

fevoyertp. as did he, • - 


P*§ • >* -i *\ 

V , , ■ ' 

r?\y. -iV<' 
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Byquethe his sone his-vertuous noblesse; 

That is approperid into noo degree, 

But to the firste Fadir in Magestee, 

Whichmaye His heires deeme hem that Him queme, 
A 1 were he mytre, corone or dyademe. 

explicit. 


* L’ENYOY DE CHAUCER A SCOGAN. 


O-BROKEN been the, statutes hye in 
hevene, 

Th&t creat weren eternaly to dure, 
Syth that I see the bryghte goddis seven© 
Mowe wepe and wayle, and passioun endure, 

As may in erthe a mortale creature: 

Allas! fro whenaes may thys thinge procede ? 

Of whiche errour I deye almost for drede. 



By word© eterne whilome was yshape, 
That fro the fyfte serdLe ia W 
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Therfore thow yave hir up at Mighelmesse ? 

Allas, Scogan! of olde folke ne yonge, 20 

Was never erst Scogan blamed for his tonge. 


Thow drowe in skome Cupide eke to recorde 
Of thilke rebel worde that thow hast spoken, 
For which he wol no lenger be thy lorde; 

And, Scogan, thow^ his bowe be nat broken, 
He wol nat with his arwes been ywroken 
On the ne me, ne noon of youre figure; 

We shul of him have neyther hurte nor cure, * 


Now certes, frend, I dreed of thyn unhappe, 

Leste for thy gilte the wreche of love pro cede m 
On alle hem that^ben hoor and rounde of shappe, 
That ben so lykly folke in love to spede, 

Than shal we for oure laboure have noo mede; 

But wel I wot thow wolt answere and saye, 

‘ Loo, tholde Grisel lyste to ryme and playe! 


Nay, Scogan, say not soo, for I mexcuse, 

God helpe me so, in no ryme dowteles; 

Ne thynke I never of slope to wake my muse, 
That rusteth in my shethe stille in pees; 
While I was yonge I put her forth in prees ; 
But die shal passe that men prose or ryme, 
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L’ENVOY DE CHAUCER A BURTON. 

H |Y maister, Buktoun, whan of Crist our 

I kyag> 

x Was axed, what ys trouthe or sothe- 
SS&SE fastnesse? 

[e nat a worde answerde to that axinge, 

& who saith, noo man is al trew, I gesse j 
mcPtherfore, though I highte to express© 

’he sorwe and woo that is in manage, 
dar hot writen of hit no wikkednesse, 
jeste I my-self falle eft in swieh dotage. 

wol nat seyn how that hyt is the cheyne 
)f Sathanas, on which he gnaweth evere ; *o 
Jut I dar seyn, were he oute of his peyne, 

Ls by his wille he wolde be bound© nevere. 

Jut thilke doted fool© that ofte hath levere 
fcheyned be than out of prison crepe 
}od let© him never fro his woo dissever©, 

Sfe no man him bewayle though he wep$U * > 


Jut yet lest thow do worse, 

3et ys to wedd© than 1 brehn©’ in \\ 
3ut thow shglt have sorwe,on thy 
Vnd ben thy wyfes thral, as seyn,* 
ind yf that hooly writte may nat * w " 
Experience, shah the t©che, 
rhat the wer^ ifter 
rhanjeft : 
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Unwise is he that kan noo wele endure. 

If thow be siker, put the nat in drede. 

The wyfe of Bathe I pray yow that ye rede 
Of this matere that we have on honde. » 

God graunte yow your lyfe frely to lode 
In fredom, for ful harde is to be bonde. 

EXPLICIT. 


* 


-dETAS PRIMA. 


i. 

BLISFUL lyfe a peseable aijd a swete 
Leddyn the peplis in the former age * 
Thai held them paied with the flrutatt 
that they ete, * ; 

Wieh that the faldes gafe them by ueage, „ r ] 
Thei ne were for-pamprid with owtrage. 
Vnknowen was the qwerae and eke the melle; 
Thei etyn mast, hawys, and suohe pownage, 

And dronken watyr of the eolda well*. 



n. 


Yit was the ground not woundyd with the pkwg^ 
;jpfc-eonte m *»ange onsowe of mamm hand, 
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o madder wellyd or woode no lister, 

'e knew the flese was of hys former hewe; 
e flesche ne wyst offence of egge or spere; is 
'e coyne ne knew man whiche was fals or trewe; 
io shyppe yit karfe the wawys grene and hie we; 
e marchand yit ne fet owtlandische ware; 

’o batayllys trumpys for the warre folk ne knew 
'e towrys hight and wallys rownd and sqware. 

# IV. 

/"hat shuld it haf avaylyd to warrey ? 
her lay no profit©, ther was no richesse; 
lit cursyd was the tyme, I dar well say, 
hat men dyd first hyr swety besinesse, 
o grobbe up metall lurkyng in derknesse, 
nd in the ryuers first gemmys sowghte; 30 

las! than sprang up all ©Wre cursidnesse, 
f couetyse that first owre sorow browghte. 


heys tirantes put hem gladly not in prese, 
\o place of wildnesse ne no busshys for to v 
here povert is, as sayth t)ybgei|e^ OS!' ■ 
here as vital! ek© is 

'hat nowt but mast hr iapplys is therein $ : 
•ut ther as bagges. befi ahd fatte ^ ; 

here wyfte they gone and spare fear 
ftth all hyr ost the cit6 for to - 


r it 
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No downe of fedrys ne no blechyd schete 
Was kyde to hem but in surt^ they slepte; 
Hyr herte were alle oone without gallys, 
Eyeryche of hem to odyr hys fayth kepte. 

vli, 

Vnforgyd was the hauberke and the plate; 

The lambisshe pepyl, voyd of alle vice, 

Hadden noo fantasye to debate, 

But eche of hem wold oder well cheriche 
No pride, none envy, none avarice, 

No lord, no taylage by no tyrannye, 
Humblesse, and pease, good fayth the emprise. 

VIII. 

Yit was not Jupiter the likerous, 

That first, was fadyr of delicacye 
Come in thys world, ne Nembroth desirous 
To raygne haddk pot made hys towrys hyghe. 
Alas! alas! now may men wepe and crye, 

For in owre days is not but eovetyse, 
Doublenesse, treson, and envye, 

Poysonne, manslawtyr, mordre in sondri wy$e. 

ITNIT ETAS PJLIMA CHATJCEB. 

•' •• .. ; 

TAtJLT EIGHE8SE. 
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Q,uhat valis all this richesse and this rent, 

Ben no man wate quho sail his tresour feane ? 
Presume noght gevin that God has done but lent, 
Within sehort tyme the quhiche he thinkes to crave. 


PROVERBES OF CHAUCER, 


HAT shul these clothes thus manyfolde, 
Loo, this hoote somers day ? 

After greet hete cometh colde; 

No man caste his pilch away. 

Of al this worlde the large compace 
It wil not in myn armes tweyne; 

Whoo-so mochel wol embrace, 

Litel thereof he shal distreyne. 



ii. 

The worlde so wide, thaire so remuable, 


The sely man so litel of stature ; 10 

The grove and grounds, and clothings so mutable,' 


The fire so hoote and subtil of nature*. 
The water never in 
That made. is of 
May stedfast'be, as 
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ROUNDEL. 

I. 



OURE two eyn will sle me sodenly, 

I may the beautd of them not sustem 
l; So wendeth it thor o w-out my herte kem 
2 . 


And but your words will helen hastely 
My hertis wound, while that it is grene, 
Youre two eyn will sle me sodenly. 


3. 


Upon my trouth I sey yow feithfully. 

That ye ben of my liffe and deth the quene, 

For with my deth the trouth shal be i-sene. 

Youre two, &c. 3 



II. 


So hath youre beauty your he-fte ebased J 
Pi tee, that me navaileth nbt to pleyn^ • 

For. daunger halt your merey in his cheyne.,. 

2 .. .. .. . ’ ... H 
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III. 

1 . 

n I fro love escaped am so fat, 
lere thinke to ben in his prison lene; 
n I am fre, I counte him not a bene, 

2 . * 
j may answere, and sey<3 this and that, 
lo no fors, I speak ryght as I mene; 
a I fro love escaped am so fat. 

3. 

ve hath my i-strike ont of his sclat, 
d he is strike out of my bokes clene 
r ever mo, ther is non other mene. 

Syn I fro love escaped, &c. 


VIKELAL 



LONE walkyng, 

In thought pleynyng, 

1 And sore syghyng, 

A1 desolate, 


Me remembryng 
Of my lyvyng, 

My deth Tyyshyng v . 

tHPT. W • ■ 
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My lyfo I hate; 

Thus desperate, 

In sucho pore estate, 

Do I endure. 

Of other cure 
Am I nat sure; 

Thus to endure 

Ys hard cortayn; 

Suche ys my ure, 

I yow ensure; 

What creature 

May have more payn ? 

My trouth so pleyn 
Ys take in voyn, 

And gret disdeyn 

In remembraunce* 

Yet I full feyn« 

Wold(? me compieyna, 

Me to absteyna 

From thys penaunoe. 

But in subetaunce, 

Noon allegeatmce 
Of my grevannee 

Cm I nsX fynde; 
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CHAUCER’S PROPHECY. 

[^^mEiWAN prestis faylin in her sawes, 
And Lordis turnin Goddis lawes 
Ageynis ryy£t; 

And lecherie is holdin as privy solas, 

And robberie as fre purchas, 

Bewar than of ille ! 

Than schall the Lond of Albion 
Turnin to confusion, 

As sumtyme it befelle. 

Ora pro Anglia Sancta Maria, quod Thomas 
Cantuarie. 

Sweete Jhesu heven-king 
Fayr and beste of alle thyng 
Thou bring us owt of this morning 
To come to the at owre ending. 


CHAUCER’S WORDS UNTO HIS OWN • 

scrivener: ; ; 

Scrivener, if ever it thee befalk, 
Boeoe or Troilus for to write new%- < ' 
Un^er thy longe lodbs maist tbou have 
the seal!#, ... ‘ i; " j \ 

Sut after my%#fci;ag 


It tO: 
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INCIPIT ORATIO GALFRIDI CHAUCER. 

OBISOUNE TO THE HOLY VIBGIN. 


3WK^4T||ODER of God, and virgyne undefouled, 
0 blisful/e quone, our quenys emperio© 
Preye thou forme that am insynymouled 
JJSSbSS To God thy sone, the punyschar of vie© 
That of his merci, thogh that I bo nyee 
And negligent in keping of his lawo, 

His hie mercy my soule unto him draw©. 


4 Thou moder of mercy, way of indulgence, 

That of alle mercy art superiatyve! 

Savour of saulis be thy benevolence I' u 

0 humble lady, m&ide, raoder, and wyfe I 
Causar of pes, styntar of wo and stryfe I 
My prayere to thy son© that thou present, 

Syn of my gilt hooly X me repent. 


‘ Benynge confort .of us wrechee alle-weye 
Be at myn ending,, quhen that I schall deye. 

0 well of pitee, unto the I calle, 

Fuldllit of ewetnasse, help© me to weye 
Agane the fende, that with hk handis tweye 
his. mycht wffle pluk at the balance 
ue.-doune, kepe us from bis mischance. 

art of chastity, 


m& honour, 
$***bet ' 


* 
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That he me send suych grace and favour 
That alle the hete and brynnyng lechery© 

He sloke in me, blissit maden Marye! 

f Most blissit lady, clere licht of day! 

Temple of oure lord, and voice of alle gudenes! 
That by thi prayer wipist clene away 
The filth of oure soulis wikkitnesse ! 

Put furth thi hand; help me in my distress©, 
And fro temptacioun, lady, deliver me 
Of wikkit thocht, for thi benigmtee. 

c So that the will© fulfillid be of thi sone, 

And that of the Holy Goste he me illumyne, 
Preye thou for us, as ever hath been thy wone, 
A1 suich emprise hath sekirly been thyne; 

For suich an advocate may no man devyne, 

As thou, lady, oure greves to redres; 

In thi refute is all oure sekirnesse. 


* Thou schapen art by Goddis ordynaunce, 

To preye for us, flour of humilitee! 

Quherefore of thyne office have remembraunce, t 
Lest that the fende, throu his subtilitee. 

That in awayte lyith for to ea$3h© me, ; 

Me never ourcum with his trecherye ; . 

Unto my soule-hele, lady, thou me gye. 


t Thou art the way of our redemeioun. 
For Crist of the dedeynyt not for to take 
Both© flesehe and blood, to 1 
Upon a croee to < 
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i Remember eke upon the sorow and peyne, 

That thou sufferit in to his passioun, 

Quhan watir and blood out of thyno eycm tweyne, 
For sorow of him, ran by thy ehekes doune; ec 
And syn thou knowist weU the enoheaoune 
Of his deying was for to save mankynd; 

Thou moder of mercy, havo that in thy raynd. 

* Wele aughten we the worschip and honour, 
Palace of Crist, flour of virginiteel 
Being that upon the was laid the cure, 

To bere the Lord of hevin, and erth, and boo, 

And of all thingee that formyt ever myght be; 

Of hevynnis king thou was predeetynate, 

To hele oure saulis of thy sik hie estate. 70 


f Thy maidnis wambe,in quhich that oure Lord lay $ 
Thy p&ppia quhite, that gave him souk also >r 
Unto our saving, bliseit be thou ay I 
The birth of Crist oure thraldome put us fro; 

Joy and honour be now and ever mo 

To him and the, that unto liberty - 3 

Fro thraldomm© have ns brocht j bliseit be ye !• | 


* % the, lady, ymaked is the pee 
Bitwix angdis and man, it is ho doufc; . 

be Gbd, that snioh a moder ohees I 
r ' - 'p&tihtl bomim epreditfa all about ; 



w 
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Of al vertu thou art the spring and welle ; 

By the all gudenes, schortly for to telle, 

In hevin and erth by thyne ordynaunce fio 

Parformyt is oure saulis sustenaunce. 

i Now, sen thou art of suich autoritd, 

Thou pitouse lady and virgyne wemlesse, 
preye thy dere sone my gilt forgeve it me, 

Of thy request I knowe wele doutelesse: 

Than spare noght to put the forth in presse, 

To preye for us, Cristis moder so dere! 

For thy prayere he*will benignely here. 


< Apostle and frend famuliar to Crist, 

And virgyne, yehose of ljiui, sanct Johne! 100 

Shynyng apostle and evaungelist, 

And best beloved amongis thamme eehone 1 
With our lady, I praye the, thou be one, 

That unto Crist sehall for us alle preye ; 

Do this for us, Cristes derlyng, I seye! 


‘ Mary and Johne, 0 hevynnis gemmys tweynej 
0 ^%htis two, shynyng ijt.th| 

Agstne the fende make him to bew^Ee, 
;ihat y<^ir prayere may us so mS&e• 


.f&been the two, I knawu::y^^.‘- 
quhiehe the fadir Cod g^ :udi^e, 

By his Sone onely-gcrtlyn, speeialy;,^ .. 
To him a hous; quharfor to yep1 
^Beeth lechis of oure synfulL nWady.e, 
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Preyefch to God, Lord of misericord. 

Our olde gilfcis that he noght reeorde. 

* Be ye cure help and oure proteetioune. 

Sen for mercy of your virginitee, , 

The previlege of his dilectioune 
In yow confermyt God upon the tree 
Hanging; and unto one of you, said he 
Ryght in this wys, as I reherse can, 

4 Behold and se, lo, here thy sone, womman! ? 


4 And to that othir, 4 Here is thy moder lo! 
Than preye I yow for the greteful swetnesse 
Of the holy love that God betuix yow two 
With his mouth maid, and of his hie noblesse 
Otofflomaundit hath yow, throu his blissitnesse, 
A* nsfcoder and so^e to helpe us in oure nede 
Aad fa our spsaes make oure hertes blede. 


now I my soule commend e, 
fa my salyacioune, 
me that I my lyf may mende, 

SMpefcb* now that- the habitaeionne 

oure reereacioune, 
^nowand evermore; 

the sore. Mi 



